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| The Firſt Part Hm IV. 
ACT L SCENE L 
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Nor bruiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe files, 
Which like the meteors of a troubled heaven, 
All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, 
Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock 
And furious cloſe of civil butchery, 
Shall now, in mutual, well-beſeeming ranks, 
March all one way; 1 
rr allies: 
edge of war like an ill-ſheathed knife, 
No more ſhall cut his maſter. 


1 K. 2 


Yea there thou mak' me fad and mak ſt me fin 
 Tmenvy, that my lord Northumberland 
be the father of fo bleſt a fon 
rer 
Amongſt a grove the very ftraiteſt plant, 
Wund 1 looking n oh 
16 I by 3 ie of 7 pride 
Of my young Harry. 


Sczus II. Prince Henry's Salilaguy. 
1 know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humour of their idlenefs : 

Yet herew will I imitate the ſun, 


Wh. „ permit the baſe clouds 
To nee his beauty en world, 


ke Shakeſpeer in that word, but l it is_gen#- 
rall; »pprev'c. The word files, in the fourth line following, is in 
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28y time would the cold air affect his wounds, Sc. 


c Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 
Where fathom-line could never touch the 
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ACT l. SCENE VL 
Lady Ptercy's pathetic Speech to ber Huſband. 


NSA bt been 
A baniſh'd woman from my s bed ? 


Tell me, ſweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 


i 


1 
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The Firft Part of Henry W. - 
ACT WH SCENE I. 
Prodivies ridicuP d 
(6) I blame him not : at my nativity, 
The front of heav'n was full of fiery ſhapes. 
Of burning creſſets; know, that, at my birth, 
The frame and the foundation of the earth 
Shook like a coward. 
Het. So it would have done 
At the fame ſeaſon, if your mother's cat 
Had kitten'd, though yourſelf had ne er been born. 
EE SS OS DS 0-0 + S * ® 
Diſeaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange eruptions ; and the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of cholic pinch'd and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb ; which for enlargement ftciv- 


. abs debime exerts. and topples down 
High tow'rs and moſs-grown ſteeples. 
On miſerable Rbymers. 
(7) Thad rather be a kitten, and cry, mew ! 
Than one of theſe fame meter-ballad-mongers : 
| Pd 


(6) I blame, &c.] Glendewer i itious, he adds 
c.] was mightily ſuperſtitious, 


—_ ive me leave 

o tell you once again, that at my birth 

The front of heav'n was full of Gary ſhapes, 

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields: 
Theſe figns mark'd me extraordinary, 

And all the courſes of my life to ſhew, 

] am not in the roll of common men. 


(7) 1 hed, &c.] Here, in his art of poetry, ſpeaking of poe- 
taſters, ſays, 


Ut mala, &c. 
A mad dog's th“ infection of the 
And all the judgments of the angry goe# 
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Fd rather hear a brazen candleſtick turn d, 
Or a dry-wheel grate on the axle-tree, 
And that would nothing fet my teeth on edge, 
Nothing fo much as mincing ; 

"Tis like the forc'd gait of a ing nag. 


Punttuality in Bargain. 


bay 3. #9 A ts i 


But in the way of 
PII cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
A Huſband ſung 10 fleep by a fair Wife. 


(8) She bids you 
All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle head upon her lap, 


And 


Fs 


Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt. 


The Firſt Puff Henry IV. 9 
And ſhe will ſing the ſong that 
And on your eye-lids crown the God of deep, 
your blood with pleafing heavineſs; 
Making iuch diff rence betwixt wake and fleep, 
(9) As is the diff rence betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heavenly-harneſs'd team 


Scenes IV. King Henry the 4th to his San. 


Had I fo laviſh of my preſence been, 
So common 'd in the eyes of men, 


So ſtale and vulgar company 
Opinion, thats hl — won, 


Wake tedious in ſtories of your praiſe ? 
— tall you crying elegiee, 
And ftrike a ſad foul into ſenſeleſs piaures, 
And make them mourn ? who ſhall take up his lute 
And touch it, till he crows @ ſilent ſleep 

my eye lid, making me dream and cry, 

my dear, —— 
III. latter end. 


, 29.05 Sod. It is remarkable of Milte, that whenever he can 


he takes particular 'notice of the 


Were flunk : all but the wakeful nightingale ; 
She all night long her amorous deſcant ſung : 
Silence was 2 now glow'd the Ermament 
With living : Heſperus, that led 
The ſtarry hoſt, 2 till the moon, 
Rifing in clouded 

waveif's ber peeriels bgke, 
And o'er the dark her filver mantle threw. V. 698. 


The reader will be agreeably entertained, ang 0s 
ſage ia Dr. Newton's edition of Milton. * 0 
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long wounds of my intemperature. 
If not, ae cranes eÞ dna 

And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 

Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. 


ACT w. SCENE I. 
A gallant Harrux. 


And to the fire-ey'd maid of fmoaky war, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 


oe Others read »þ; and there ſeems great probability . 


The Firft Part of Henry IV. 17 


Who is to bear me, like a thunder-bolt, 

inſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

to Harry ſhall (not horſe to horſe) 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop down a coarſe. 
Oh, that Glendower were come 


ACTYV. SCENE I. 
Prince Henry's modeſt Challenge. 


—— Tell nephew, 
The Prince of Wakes doth join with all the world 
In praiſe of Harry Percy : By my hopes 
('This ſet off his head) 


More daring, or more buld, is now 
To grace this latter age with noble deed. 
For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 
I have been a truant to chivalry, | 
And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 
Yet this before my father's majeſty, 

I am content that he ſhall take the odds 
Of his great name and eſtimation, 

And wil, to fave the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him in a ſingle fight. 


- 


Prince Henry's pathetic Speech on the Death of 
Hot-ſpur. 


Brave Percy—PFare thee well, 

Ill-weav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a ſpirit, 
A kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound: 
But now two paces of the vileſt earth 
Is room enough. This earth that bears thee dead, 
Bears not alive fo ſtout a gentleman. 

Vor. II. C If 
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If thou wert ſenſible of , 
I ſhould not make fo 2 ſhow of zeal. 

But let my favours hide thy mangled face, 

And, ev'n in thy behalf, Il thank myſelf 

For doing theſe fair rights of tenderneſs. 

Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to heav'n ; 
Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remembered in thy epitaph. 


Falſtaff's Catechiſm. 


(12) Well, *tis no matter, honour pricks me on. 
But how, if honour prick me off, when I come on? 
How then? Can honour ſet to a leg? No; nor an 
arm; No: or take away the grief of a wound? 
No: Honour hath no Lill in for then ? No: 
what 1s honour? a word. What 1s the word ho- 


(12) Fell, Sc.) In the Aing and =o King of Beaument and 
Fletcher, we have a character, plainly drawn from Stakeſpear”s 
Falſtaff bow ſhort it is, and mult neceſſarily be of the original, 
I need not obſerve. ** I think, fays Mr. Theobald, in his firſt 
note to that play, the character of muſt be allowed in ge- 
neral a fine copy trom 's inimitable Faifaff. He is a 
coward, yet would fain let him for a hero: oft: atation without 
any grain of merit toſuppo:t his vain-gloiy : a lyar throughout, 
to exalt his aſſumed qualifications; and lewd, without any 
countenance from the ladies to give him an u for it. As 
40 his wit and humour, the precedence muſt certainly be ad- 
Judt d to Faifaff, the great original.” The authors, in the 
third act, have introduced him, talking on the ſame ſubject 
with Faſſtaf here 3 though not in the ſame excellent manner, 
{an account of which, ſee in Mr. Upton's obſervations on Shake. 

pear, b. 113.) Befſus. © They talk of fame, I have gotten 
in the wars, and will afford any man a reaſonable penny- 
worth; fome will ſay, they could be content to have it, but 
that it is to be atchiev'd with danger; but my opinion is other- 
wiſe; for if I might ſtand till in cannon-procf, and have fame 
fall upon me, I would refuſe it; my reputation came 2 
ly by think eng to run away, which nobody knows but Mardon- 
, and, | think, he conceals it to anger me, Cc.“ The falſe 
1 of mw ns honoui are no 22 that 1 
Know of, io well and juſtl ured, as in Mr. Wellaſten"s re- 
— — fe@ 5. p. 116. printed in 1726. , 
nour 
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The Firft Part of Henry IV. 15 


1 2 A "Who hath it? he 
es Doth he feel it? No: doth 
is it inſenſible then? yes, to the 


—— 
Scene V. Life demands Afton. 


(19) O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſnort: 
To ipend that ſhortneis baſely were too long, 
ho life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at th* arrival of an hour. 


{13} © gentlemen, &c. ] See All's wwell that ends well, AS 
r and the note. Virgil beautifully obferver, of 
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To all that breathe is fixt th* inted date, 

Life is but ſhort, and circumſcrib'd by fate ; 

Tis virtue's work by fame to ſtretch the ſpan, 

Whoſe ſcanty limit bounds the days of man. = 
TT, 
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The ſecond Part of HAI IV. 


Prologue 19 the ſecond Part of Henry IV. 
RUMOUR. 
From the orient to the drooping weſt, 
Making the wind my poſt-horſe, ſtill unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth; 
(1) Upon my tongues continual flander ride, 


(1) Upon my, &c.] In the direction, rumenr is ſaid to 
enter painted foll of 22 2 in his deſcription of 
remzy, had doubtleſs a view either to Firgils celebrated deſ- 
eription of fame, or Ovid's deſcription of her cave in the 12th 
book of his metamorpholes : I ſhall give the reader part of both, 
—— as cloſea tranſlation as poſſible, that he may judge the 
Menſlram herrendum, &c. 

A monitcr, hideous, vaſt ; as many plumes 

As in her body ſtick, ſo many eyes 

For ever waking ( wondrous to relate) 

There grew beneath; as many babling tongues, 

And lift ning ears as many: by night ſhe flies 

Noiſy thro” ſhades obſcure, twixt earth and heav'n; 

Nor are her eyes by pleaſing flumber clos'd ; 

Watchful and prying round, by day, ſhe firs 

On ſome high palace-top, or lofty tow'r, 

——— 4 — 1 0 

eading falſhood, reporting trut c. 
See Trapp. Virg. 2. 4. 


Atria turba tenent, &c. | 
Hither in crouds the vulgar come and go; (To the cave 


Millions of rumours here fiy to and fro: fore.) 
es 


The Second Part of Henry IV. 17 


'The which in every language I pronounce; 
Stuffing the ears of men with falſe reports. 

I ſpeak of peace while covert enmity, 

Under the ſmile of ſafety wounds the world ; 

And who but rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful muſters, and prepar'd defence, 

* Whilſt che big year, fwol'n with ſome other 


Is thought with child by the ſtern tyrant war, 
And no fuch matter? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by ſurmiſes, jealouſies, conjectures; 
And, of ſo eaſy and ſo plain a ſtop, 

That the blunt monſter, with uncounted heads, 
The ſtill diſcordant wavering multitude, 

Can play upon it. 


ACTI SCENE I. 
CONTENTION. 
—-— Contention, like a horſe 


2 madly hath broke looſes, 
And bears down all before him. 


Lies mixt with truth, reports that vary till, 

The itching ears of folks unguarded fill: 

They tell the tale; the tale in telling grows, . 

And each relater adds to what he knows; 

Raſh error, light credulity are here, 

And cauſeleſs tranſport and ill- grounded fear; 
New-rais'd ſedition, ſecret whiſpers blown 

By nameleſs authors and of things unknown, ; 
Fame all that's done in heav'n, earth, ocean views, 
And o'er the world till hunts around for news. 


See Garth's Ovid, b. 124. 


# Yexr, &c. ] Others rcad car, 


E 3 ACT 
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een B 


 Poſt- Meſſenger. - 


After him came ſpurring hard 

A gentleman almoſt toreſpent with ſpeed, 

That ſtopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied hot ſe: 
He aſk'd the way to Chefter ; and of him 

I did demand the news from Shrewſbury. 

He told me that rebellion had ill luck: 

And that young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold. 

With that he gave his able horte the head, 

And, bending forward, ſtruck his agile heels 

Againſt the panting ſides of his poor jade 

Up to the rowel-head ; and, ſtarting fo, 


7 


He ſcemꝰd in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 


Scene Ill. Meſſenger with ill News. 


Yea, this man's brow, like to a title leaf, 
Foretels the nature of a tragic volume ; 
So looks the ſtrond, whereon th* imperious flood 
Hath left a witneſs'd uſurpation. 
Thou trembleſt, and the whiteneſs in thy check 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 
Even ſuch a man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, fo dead in look, ſo woe * 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 
And would have told him half his Troy was burn d. 
I ſee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye; 
Thou ſhak'ft thy head, and hold' it fear or fin 
To ſpeak a truth: if he be flain, ſay ſo; 
The offends not that reports his death: 


Not 


I 
| 
( 


The Second Part of Henry IV. 19 


Not he, which fa 78, thre dead is not alive. 


(2) Yet the ficſt | bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a loſing otuce ; and his 


Sound s ever after as a ſullen bell, 
Remember d tolling a depaiting friend. 


Greater Griefs dejiroy the leſs. 


As the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinge-, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms; ev'n ſo my limbs 
a with grief, being now enrag'd with 
Are —— themſelves. Hence, therefore, thou 

nice crutch, 
A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel 
Muſt glove this hand: and hence, thou ſickly quoif, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which princes, fleſh'd with conqueſt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The rugged'|t hour that time and ſpiglhit dare bring 
To frown upon th" enrag'd Northumberland ! 


(3) Let heav'n kiſs earth! now let not nature's 
hand 


Keep 


(2) Yet, &e.] Mr. Theobald remarks ©* this obſervation is cer- 
y true in nature, and has the ſanct ion of no leſs authorities 


than thoſe of £/chylus and Sephecles, who lay almoſt the fame 
thing with our author here. 


Que, &c. 


Alas ! the bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but an evil and unwelcome office. LEſ[chyles, 


The ingrateful taſk of bringing evil news 
Is ever odious —— 


and 
tne image, commend ic rrrrrzg 
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Keep the wild flood confin'd! Let order die, 
And let this world no longer be a ſtage 

To feed contention in a hng'ring act: 

But let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Cain 

Reign in all boſoms, that each heart being ſet 
On bloody courſes, the rude ſcene may end, 
4) And darkneſs be the burier of the dead! 


Scene VI. The Ficklene/5 of the Vulgar. 


An habitation giddy and unſure 
FHath he that buiideti. on the vulgar heart. 


Hehl, fays he, has made bold attempts in noble and truly 
[:2roic images : as, in ene of his trag dies, the ſeven comman- 
ders againlt Thebes, without betrayiag the leaſt fign of pity or 
regret, bind themlelves by oath not to ſurvive Eteocles : 


The ſeven, 2 wwlike leader, each in chief, 

Stood round, and o'er the black bronze ſhield they flew 
A fullen bull: then plunging deep their hands 

Into the foaming gore, with oath, invok'd 

Mars and Caye, and blood-thirſty terror. 


Upon which the tranſlator, judicicuſly quoting a fine image 
of this ort from Milken, afterwards obſerves, ** how vehement- 
Iv does the fury of Nerthumber/and exert itſelf in Shakeſpear, 
when he hears ot the death of his fon Her- rt The rage and 
dittraction of the ſurviving father ſhews how iraportant the ſon 
was in his opinion, Nothing muſt be, now he is not: nature 
itfelt mutt fall with Percy. His grief renders him frantic : his 
anger deſperate.” And I think we may juſtly add, that no wri- 
ter excel: ſo much in theſe great and terrible images, as Shake- 
ſpear, oo £ſchylus of the Brie fiage. Sec Timon of Athens, 

4 1. 


(4) And, &c.] EA g. rere JA miyher Trees 
With me, departing hence, all earth conſum d 
Periſh in general conflagration. 

And Medes tells us, he ſhall then only reſt 
When with herſelf all nature is iavoly'd 
In univerſal ruin. Sex. Med. An. 


® Sec Ci e, A. 1. 8. 3. 


O thou 


nn 


The Second Part of Henry IV. 


O thou fond many ! with what loud applauſe 
Dic d thou beat Beav'n with Balinbrake, 
Before he was, what thou would'ſt have him be? 
And now, being trim'd up in thine own defires, 
Thou, beaſtly fee der, art fo full of him, 

That thou provok ' ſt thyſelf to caſt him up. 


ACT Wm SCENE I 


On S LEE. 


0) O gentle ſleep, 
Nature's ſoft nurſe, how have 1 frighted thee, 


(s) © gentle, &c.] Horace, in his 3d book and firſt ode tells us, 
— take it in Mr. Cowley's 


paraphraſe z 


Sleep is 2 God too proud to wait in palaces : 
And yet ſo humble too as not to ſcorn 
The meaneſt country cottages : 


His poppey grows amongſt the corn. 


The halcyon fleep will never build his neſt, 
In any ftormy 
"Tis not enough that he does find 
Clouds and darkneſs in their mind, 
Darkneſs but half his work will do; 
"Tis not enough, he muſt find quiet too. 


So the ſea-boy on — maſt, 
Saſe as a drowſy Trytn, rock'd with florms, 
While toffing princes wake on beds of down. 


Sir Thomas Hanmer thus explains the line A watch-caſe, & c. 


« This alludes to the watchman let ia garriton-towns, upon ſome 
Eminence 


22 The Beauti:s of SuAKEST IAR. 

That thou no more wilt weigh my * down, 
And ſteep my ſenſes in forgetfulneſs 

Why rather, fleep, ly'ſt thou in fmoaky cribs, 
Upon uneaſy pallets ſtretching thee, 

And huſh'd with buzzing night-flies to thy ſhamber g 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies f coſtly ſtate, 

And lull'd with ſounds of fweeteſt melody? 

O thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with the vile 
In loathſome beds, and leav'ſt the 2 
A watch- caſe to a common larum-bell * 

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy maſt, 

Seal up the ſhip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains, 
In cradle of the rude, i 
And in the viſitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruſfan billows by the top, 

Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 
With ning clamours in the ſlipp'ry ſhrouds, 
That, with the burly, death itfelf ks? 
Can' ſt thou, O partial flecp, give thy repoſe 

To the wet ſea- boy in an hour fo rude ? 

And, in the calmeſt, and the ſtilleſt night, 
With all the appliances and means to boot, 
Deny it to a king ? 


ACT N. SCENE VIII. 


The Charafter of King Henn v V. by bis Fatlyr. 


He is gracious if he be obſervd; 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day, for melting charity : 


eminence attending upon an alarum-bell, which he was to ring out 
in caſe of ſi e or any approaching danger. He had a caſe or box 
w ſhelter him om the weather, but at his utmoſt peril he was 
not to fleep whilſt he was upon duty. Theſe alarum-bells are 
mentioned ſevc al other places, { Shatefpear,” The word 
Fallet at the beginung fign'ti 23 a de low bed. 


Yet 


--E-Tel- bse 


The Second Part of Henry IV. 23 


Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's flint : 
As humourous as winter, and as fudden 

(6) As flaws congealed in the ſpring of day. 
His temper, therefore, muſt be well obſerv'd ; 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth ; 
But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 
Till, that his paſſions, like a whale on ground, 
Confound themſelves with working. 


Sczxz N. On FORTUNE. 


bs fortune never come with both hands 
* 

But write her fair words ſtill in fouleſt letters? 
She either gives a ſtomach and no food, 

Such are the poor, in health; or elſe a feaſt, 
And takes away the ſtomach: ſuch the rich 

That have abundance aud enjoy it not. 


(6) A flaws.J The meaning of the word in this place ſeems to 
be, the /mall blades of ice, which are ſtuck on the edges of the 
water in winter mornings, and which I have heard called by that 
name. Edwards. See canons of criticiim, p. 71. 


(7) Fill, &c.] This obſervation is no leſs common than true: 
oi ſays, 


Nulli fincera Veluptat, 
Sollicrtique ali ud !etis intervemt. Met. |. 7, 


No mortal bleſſings ever come fincere, 
Pleaſure may lead, but grief brings up the rear. 


And in Plaztus his Amphitrion there is a like remark, 
© Satin” parva, &c. 


How ſhort, how trifling are the joys of life 

If with the evils that it brings compar'd ? 

This is the ſtate of man, decreed by heaven, 
That all his plealure ſhal! be mix'd with pain, 


Anany. 
Diatogur 
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| Dialogue berween Prince Henry and bis Father. 


Come hither to me, Harry, 
the chamber, leave us here alone. 
P. Hen. I never thought to hear you ſpeak again, 
K. Henry. Thy wiſh was rather, Harry, to that 
t: 
I ſtay too by thee, I weary thee. 
Doſt thou ſo e war empty chair, 
That thou wilt needs i thee with my honours, 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O fooliſh youth ! 
Thou feek'ft the greatneſs that will overwhelm 
thee, 
Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with fo weak a wind, 
That it will quickly drop; my day is dim. 
Thou haſt ſtol'n that, which after ſome few hours 
Were thine without offence : and at my death 
Thou haſt tcal'd up my expectation: 
Thy life did manifeſt thou lov'dit me not, 
And thou wilt have me die aſſur d of it. 
Thou hid'ſt a thouſand daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haſt wetted on th | 
To ſtab at half an hour of my frail life, 
What ! can' ſt thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then get thee gone and dig my grave thyſelf, 
And bid the merry bells ring to thy ear 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that ſhould bedew my hearſe 
Be drops of balm to ſanctify thy head; 
Only compound me with forgotten duſt, 
Give that which gave thee lite unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees : 
For now a time is come to mock at form. 
Henry the fifth is crown'd : up vanity, 
Down royal ſtate. All you fage councellors hence, 
And 
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And to the Exgliſb court aſſemble now 

REES ens 1 
8 ne drink ? dance 
7 rob ? murder? and commit 
the neweſt kind of ways? 
Do he will trouble you no more : | 
England ſhall gi — ons pre 
For the fifth 
The muzzle of 


1 


Oo a 
- — EL ors: 
m What wilt thou do when riot is thy care ? | 


O, thou wilt be 2 wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants. 7 
P. Hen» O pardon me, e but for my 


tears, 
{The mol impediments unto ſpeech) _ 
my | 
had fore-ſtall'd this dear and deep rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it fo far. — — ; 


your | 
Let me no more from this obedience riſe, 
DD 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. | 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when l here came in 
_— no courſe of EEE. 
How coldit frack my been if 1 do feign, 


O let me in my preſent wildneſs die, 

And never live to ſhew th' incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
Vos. II. D 


FR 


(And 
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dead almoſt, think 
(And my liege, to - = 


nown'd, 
Haſt eat thy bearer up. 3K 
Accuſing it, I put it on my head 


— — 


of a true inkeritor. 

ay it did infe& my blood with joy, 
Or ſwell * 
If any or vain 
Did with the leaſt 
r 


Let beav's for ever keep it from wy head, 


And make me as the pooreſt vaſſal 
That doth with awe and terror kneel oi 

K. Henry. O my 
e 
2 


mighi ſt win the more thy father” 


99 % — 
For all the foil — goes 


EE “D A ³˙ - ͤ— e Qͥ̃ To =  * = © BH eee nene eee 


ou won it, wore it, it, gave it me ; 
plain and right my poſſeſſion be; 
Which I with more than with a common pain 
*Gainſt all the world will rightfully maintain. 


D a SCENE 
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Scene X. Refleflions on a Croun. 


O poliſh'd perturbation ! golden care ! 
That keep'®t the — open wide 
To many a watchful night: fleep with it now 
Yet not fo ſound, and half fo deeply ſweet, 
(8) As he, whoſe brow with homely biggen bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majeſty ! 
When thou doſt pinch thy bearer, thou doſt fit 
Like a rich armour, worn in heat of day, 
That ſcalds with ſafety. 


Scene XI GOLD. 


How quickly nat 
Falls to revolt 2 ben We her obje& ? 


For 
(®) &, &c.] The word ſignifies properly ® cap or coif 
of linen, worn children, — — any meaner kind of might-cap. 


The peets abound with complaints of the miſeries of greatnels : 
in one of the chorutes of Sexeca's Hercules Octexs, hey fan, 


O | pateant, & c. 
O were the minds ot great ones ſeen, 


What care: tempeſtuous rage Within, 
And ſcourge thei: fouls ; the Brutiasn ſen 
Teſs d by wild ſtorms, more calm than they; 


And again 
Let others inſolent and great, 
Enjoy the treach rous ſmiles of fate: 


To courts, oh, never let me roam; 
Bleſt with content and peace at home. 
4 

e er tempted by s "rous gale, 

Roving to leave err | 

And dang*rous diſtant deeps explo- ! Ward. 


(g) Hew, &..] If the miſeries of the greatneſs be ſo univerſal] 
% wpic, we have one before us that is ſtill more ſo: Shakeſpear 
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For this, the fooliſh, over careful fathers 


with 
indufiry : for this edel 
gold : 


Care, 
—. xfirves 
canes d heaps of ftrange-atchieved 
For this . have been thoughtful to inveſt 
Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes : 
When, like the bee, from every flow'r, 
Our chighs are packt with wax, our mouths with 


honey, 
We bring it to the hive ; and like the bees, 
4 


ACT V. SCENE IL 


The be V. whon 
2 — 
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a ſon; 

Hear own dignity fo much profan'd : 
See Jour moſt — ghted, 
Behold yourſelf fo by a fon diſdain d, 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your power ſo ſilencing your fon. 


11 


— 
N 
Ferrer 


The Life of Henry V. 
PROLOGUE. 


(1) For a muſe of fice, that would aſcend 
bay bs, ago de de waa 
A kingdom for a ſtage, princes to act, 

And monarchs to behold the ſwelling ſcene ! 
Then ſhould the warlike Harry, like himſelf, 
Aſſume the of Mars; and at his heels, 
(Leaſht in, like hounds) ſhould famine, ſword and 


ACT I SCENE I. 


CONSIDERATION. 


Conſideration, like an | came, 
(2) And whipt th” offending Adam out of him; 


(1) © for, &c.] Milton, who was 2 zealous admirer and ſtudi- 
— — of our author, ſeems to have had the fine ing of 


TER when he began the 4th book of his Furs 


© for that warning voice ! which he, who ſaw 
Th' Apocalyps, heard cry in beav'n aloud, 
Then, when the dragon, put to ſecond rout, 
Came furious down to be — 

Nie to th* inhabitants of earth TauyroBALD- 


And &c. enriched h 
(z) ray — the feript 34 5 
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„ ts , 2 
5 1122 if 
: 5 - E 2542 1 
j 1271 Z 70 
I E i (22 
— a yy 2 © 5 5 
IL 4 31 1 25 
a : 1 ft hs FL 


e 


reer 


The Life of Henry V. = 


Scene IL. The Comm ue ub of Bees. 


(4) So work the honey bees : 

„that by a ruling nature teach 
The art of order to a peopled kingdom, 
They have a king and officer of fort : 


(4) That Shatefſpear, in this place, really and deſignedly imi- 
tated Firgil, and took the chief hints from him, I cannot but be- 
lieve; however it would be endleſs to quote from Firgil ant other 
authors, the rnany paſſages fimilar to it: the ſubjet of Firgil's 
ach Georgic, and the agreeable manner in which he treats it, is 
known to almoſt every one that reads: I ſhall only quote a few 
lines from Dr. Trapp's tranſlation, and refer thoſe defice to 
fee more to the original. See verſe 180. 


ic weal and common int'reft known, 
Imbody'd; and ſubfilt by certain laws. 
p gm IR 
country: preſerve thei 
Some, by joint compact, range the fields for food, 
— — others in their tents at home 
S riſſur clar-my tears, and gun from tree: 
Lay, as the firſt foundation of their combs, * 
Then into arches build the viſcid wax: 
Others draw forth their colonies adult, 
The nation's hope: ſforne work the purer ſweets 
And with the liquid ne Rar ſtretch their cells: 
Some (fuch their poſt allotted) at the gates 
Stand centry : and alternate watch, the rain 
And clouds obſerving : or unlade their friends 
Returning : or in beat off the drones, 
A lazy cattle : hot the work proceeds, &c. 
The aged fires 
With curious architecture build their cells; 
And guard their towas, and fortify their combs 2 
But late at night the youth fatigu'd return, 
Their legs, with thyme full-laded, Cc. 


It is worth-cemarking how much Shat:ſpear makes any thing his 
own, and how truly an original his judicious manner renders that 
— is really an imitation. Gy his Predizm Fw pow, 
many pretty and new things on this ſubjeR, in book, 
e. wage of os Rule 
vulg. in. 
Where 
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Warlke Spirit. 


(5s) Now all the 


And 


in arms, 


of England are i 


youth 
filken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 


th 


LES 


ENGLAND. 
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But ſee, thy fault France hath in thee found out 
A neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 
With treach'rous crowns. 


ScExE II. Falſe Appearances. 


Oh! how thou haſt with jealouſy infected 
The ſweetneſs of affiance l thew men dutiful ? 
Why fo did'ſt thou: or ſeem they grave and learn- 

ed ? 
Why fo did'd thou: come they of noble family? 
Why fo did'ſt thou: ſeem they religious? 
Why fo did'ſt thou: or are they ſpare in diet, 
Free from groſs paſſion, or of mirth or anger, 
Conſtant in fpirit, not fwerving with the bicod, 
Garniſh'd and deck'd in mcdeit compliment, 
(6) Not working with the eye without the Ws 
And but in judgment truſting neither 
Such, end os boulted ac tt thou leem. 
Ard thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot : 
To mark the full-fraught man, the beſt endu d 
With ſome ſuſpicion. 


HM>FOLGd>STTTM./c 


WU ATLCY<H 


King Henry's Charafter by the Conſtable of 


FAance. 


; Lon are tco much miſtaken in this king : 
| Queliion your grace, the late ambaſſadors, 


STE 


but uſing both on every occaficn, and truſting neither but in 
rged judgment, with welk-weigh'd deliberation. Mr. War- 
ton”s emengation, which is adopted by Mr. Tlecbald, needs 


\ 
= (6) Net, &c. ] i. e. Not truſting to either, eye or ear only, 
| oaly be mentioned to ſhew it is not 


* 
Not working With the cr, but with the ge. 


With 


ith 
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With what ſtate he heard their embaſſy 
How well fupply'd with noble counſellor:, 
How modeſt in ex and, withal, 
How terrible in reſolution : 
And you ſhall find his vanities fore-ſpert, 
Were but the outſide of the Roman Brutus 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly, 
As gardeners do with ordure hide thoſe roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring and be moſt delicate. 


ACT M. SCENE I. 


== the bones wat, 3 


= the ſhrill whiſtle, which doth 
To ſounds confus'd ; behold the threaded 
Borne with th” wolle and 


ae ta. ſhip, 
0 comes this way ſailing, 
Wick all her brav*ry on, and tackle t: "gg 
Sails fill'd and ftreamers waving, 
Courted by all the winds that hald chem play. 


Vor. II. E ACT 


9. 
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ACTI. SCENE I 
Defeription of Night in a Camp. 


© a4A4aa li... 


From camp to camp, thro* the foul womb of 


night 
The hum of either army ſilly ſounds ; 
That the fix'd centinels almoſt receive 


nn © - a 


accompliſhing the knights, 

With bufy hammers cloſing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation. 
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll : 
And (the third hour of drowzie ing nam'd, 
Proud of their number and ſecure in foul, 
The confident and over-luſty French 
Do the low-rated Engliſh play at dice; 
And chide the cripple tardy-gated night, 
| Who, like a foul and ugly witch, does limp 
bo So tediouſly away: the poor condemned Engliſt, 
N Like ſacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning's danger: (8) and their geſture ſad, 


(8) A their gefture, &c. J The preſent paſſage has perplexe4 
the commentators, and ſeerns not to have been at all underftood by 
them: Theobald has left it as it ſtands, without troubling himſe!* 
about it. Warburton and Sir Thomas Hanmer have both milunder- 

7 Rood, and both altered it differently. Their mittakes have ariſcn 
| a i ICi — ve to be connected with 
geftnre 
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( Inveſting lank lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, ) 
* Preſenteth them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid Who now beholds 

The royal captain of this ruin'd band, 


ing line, whereas it is put abſoiute, and 
cheeks, ani war- ern coats inveſting : 
ied to coats, as the immedi- 

uſes 1 


ſad in the 
there is no difficulty in the word 
ate ſenſe of the word is chathing : 
cloaths in the foregoing play, A. 4. 8. . 


" Lo OS. = 


1 
| 
! 
' 
| 
[ 

1 

| 

[| 
| 
| 


Beholding him, 


But freſhly lcoks, and over-bears attaint, 
ö L 
That ev'ry wretch pini be 

x. 2 his looks. 
A largeſs uni » like the fun, 

His lib'ral eye doth give to cvery one, 
Thawing cold fear 


Enter three Soldiers, Bates, Court, and Willi- 
22118. 


Court. Brother Fobn Bates, is not that the 


morning, which breaks ? 

Bates. I think it be: but we have no great cauſe 
o defire the of day 
Williams. We ſee yonder the beginning of the 
jay, but I think we never ſhall fee the end of it. 
Who goes there ? 

N. Henry. A Friend. 

Will. Under what captain ſerve you? 
K. Henry. Under Sir Fobn Erpi 
Will. A good old commander, and a moſt kind 
8 : I pray you, what thinks he of our 


K. Henry. 
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L Henry. Even as men wreci'd upon a ſand, 
that look to be waſl'd off the next tide. 
Bates. He hath not told his to the ki 


it meet 


but a man; and tho” ions are higher 
mounted than ours, yet when they 
ſtoop with the like : therefore, when he 
reaſon of fears, 588 


army. 

em ae ab em courage 
will; but I believe as cold a night as tis, he could 
wiſh himſelf in the Thames up to the neck, and fo 
I would he were, and I by him, at all adventures, 
ſo we were quit here. 

K. Henry. B7 my troth, I will ſpeak my conſcĩ- 
ence of the king: I think he would not wiſh him 
ſelf any where but where he is. 

Bates. Then would he were here alone; fo 
ſh>uld he be ſure to be ranfomed, and many poor 
mens lives faved. | 

X. Henry. I dare fay, you love him not fo ill to 
wiſh him here alone; howſoever, you ſpeak this 
to feel 82 minds. e not die 
any where fo contented as in the king's company: 
Neo i: ing juſt, and his quarrel 4 4 

Will. That's more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhould ſeek after, 


| for we know enough, if we know we are the king's . 


E 3. ſub je : 
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can out ſtrip men, they have no wings to fly from 
God. War is his beadle, war is his vengeance: 
that here men are puniſh'd, for before breach of the 
king's laws, in now the king's quarrel, where they 
feared the death, they have borne life away, and 
where they would be ſafe they periſh. Then if 
they die unprovided, no more is the guilty of 
their damnation, than he was before guilty of thoſe 
for which they are now viſited. _ 
ſubject's duty is the king's, but every ſubjeQ's ſoul 
is his own. Therefore ſhould every foldier in the 
wars, do as every fick man in his bed, waſh 
mothout of his conſcience: anddying fo, death is to 
him advantage; or not dying, the time was bleſ- 
ſedly loft, wherein fuch preparation was gained; 
and in him that eſcapes, it were not fin to think 
that God fo tree an offer, he let him out- 
livethat day to fee his greatneſs, and to teach others 
how they ſhould 
FL Tis cenain, every man that dies ill, the 
1 the king is not to anſwer 
It. 


Scents V. The Miſeries Rayally. 
9209922. | 


| Subje&t to breath of ev'ry fool, whoſe ſenſe 


No more can feel but his own wringing. 
What infinite heart eaſe muſt . 

That private men enjoy? And what have kings, 
That private have not too, —ſave ceremony? 
Save gen'ral ceremony ? 

And what art thou, thou idol ? 
What kind of god art thou, that fafſes/ft more 


- (3) O, fc. ] Sec A. 4 8. 10, of the foregoing play. 


of 
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Of mortal griefs, than do thy worſhippers ? 

What are thy rents? What are thy comings ia ? 

O ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth: 

(10) What is the foul of adocation ? 

Art thou avght elſe but place, degree, and form, 

Creating awe and fear in other men? - 

Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear'd 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink'ſt thou oft, inſtead of homage ſweet, 

But poiſon'd flatt'ry? O be ſick, great greatnefs, 

And bid thy cecemony give the cure. 

Think'ſt thou, the fiery fever will go out 

With tiiles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 

Can'it thou, when thou commaav'it the beygar's 
knee, 

Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream, 


That play'it fo ſubtly with a king's repoſe; 


(10) Flat, &.] What is thy ſoul of adoratic»——'s the 
common reading: there wants but the alteratioa of thy into e. 
as inthe text, and all is well: the meaning is, as well exp!ainec 
by Mr. Upton, ----what 17 the foul, i. e. the real worth, what fub- 
frantial good is there in adoration or ceremony? what we the 
rents? what are the comings in, Oh ceremony ! ſhew me but thy 
worth, tell me What is the the very utmoſt value of aco- 
ration “ Shakeſpear uſes the word ſaul in this ſenſe very of = 
ten; in this play, he fay:, 


There is ſome ſexl of goodaeſs in things evil; 

i. e. ſome real or ſubſtantial good. 
In his Mi Hun er Night's Dream, 
But you muſt jeis in ſeuli to mock me to; 
5 e. unite together heartily, and in earneſt. 
ec have with ſpecial 

Elefted him, Cc. we 
i. e. particularly and ſpecially ſpeciamente. The alterations foiſt- 
ed into the texts in the ſeveral places, are too ridiculous to need 


mentioning. Upten's Obſervations, p. 406, 


2202802288383 
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T am a king, that find thee, and I know, 
"Tis not the balm, the ſceptre, and the ball, 
3 hr yrs repo mperial, 
The enter-tiffued robe and pearl, 
The farſed titled 'fore the king, 
The throne he ſits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high ſhoar of this world? 
No, not all theſe thrice ceremonies, 
Not all theſe, laid in bed majeſtical, 
Can ſo ſoundly as the wretched ſlave; 


Who, with a body fill'd, and vacant mind, 
Gets him to reſt, — with diftrefsful bread ; 
Never fees horrid night, the child of hell : 

* But, like a lacquey, from the riſe to ſet, 


) 
riſes to his bu 
in whoſe ſight he to ſet as befor 
follows the — can be 


fite, and more nob hand of 8 


erd's alteration is nn peak the han 
is intirely agreeable to our author. That gent 


worthy to be placed in competition with that of 8 
where the hands, he — are Ga to Sx 
cept from one fingle ex 
of his throne, and —_— —_— — 
his melancholy ſtate. Sec Beaumont and 


preface, p. 24. 


Oh that I had been nour iſh'd in theſe wood, 
With milk of goats and acorns, and not known 
The right of crowns, or the diſſembling train 
Of woman's hoks;, but digg'd myſelf a cave, 
Where I, my fire, my cattle, and my bed, 
Might have been ſhut together in one ſhed: 
And then had taken mountain girl, 


Beaten 
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Sweats in the eye of Phoebus ; and all nght 
in ely ſium: next day, after dawn, 
Doth riſe and help Hyperion to his Horſe: 
And follows fo the ever running year 
With profitable labour to his grave: 
And (but for ceremony) fuck a wretch, 
Winding up days with toil, and nights with ſlecp, 
Hath the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 


> 4 the miſerable 
my. 


ScEnE VII. A Deſcriprion 
State of the Engliſh 


Yon iſland carrions, defperate of their bones, 
Ill favour'dly become the morning field: 
Their ragged curtains poorly are kt looſe, 
And our air ſhakes them ſcornfully. 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar 
And faintly through a ruſty ge # -xr ag 
The horſemen fit like fixed candleſticks, 
With torch ſtaves in their hands: and their poor 


jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and hips: 
The gum down-roping from their pale dead eyes; 
And in their pale dull mouths the (11) jymold bit 
Lies foul with chaw'd graſs, till and motionlefs ; 
And their executors, the knaviſh crows, 
Fly o'er them all inpatient for their hour. 


' Beaten with winde, chaſte as the harden'd rocks 
Whereon ſhe dwells: that might have ſtrew'd my bed 
With leaves and reeds, and with the ſkins of beaits, 
Our neighbours, and have borne at her big brealts 
My large courſe iſſue! 


ring of two round, Shymer, Mr. Pepe. 


5 


ScExr 


_ (rr) Bu Jymold, or rather gimmaild, which fignifies = 


„ „„ „ 
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SCENE X. King Henry's Speech before the 


Pattle at Agincourt. 


He that out - lives this day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is nam'd: 
And rouſe him at the name of Criſpian : 
He that out-lives this day, and ſees old-age, 
Will yearly on the vigil feaſt his neighbour, 
And fay, to-morrow is Saint Criſpian; 
Then will he ſtrip his fleeve, and ſhew his ſcars ; 
Old men forget; yet ſhall not all forget, 
But they'll remember, with adv 
What feats they did that day. Thea hall our 
names, 
Familiar in their mouth as houſhold words, 
Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick, Talbot, Saliſbury, and Glo'ſter, 
Be in their flowing cups freſhly reme:nbred. 


Sc NE XY. Deſeriptim of the Earl Tork's 
Death 


le ſmil'd me in the face, gave me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, fays, dear my lord, 
Ccmmend 


* He ſme, &.] This tender and pathetic 4eſ-ription of the 
eul of York's death always reminds me of Virgil's celebrated 
eptiode on the friendſbip of Niſut and Eury2ins, who fell untvi- 
ded in death, and lovely as they had fived———Exryats, was 
wounded when his friend rufi*4 to his ail ance, and b-gg'd ns 
lic: tac poet tell. us ; 


1 * 
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Commend my ſervice to my ſovereign ; 

So did 4 and over Suffolk neck 

He threw his wounded arm, and kiſs' d his lips; 
And fo eſpous'd to death, with blood he feal'd 

A teſtament of noble- ending love. 

The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd 

Thete waters from me, which I would haveſtop'd; 
But I had not ſo much of man in me, 

And all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 


ACTV. SCENE Il. 
The Miſeries of War. 


(13) Her vine, the merry chearer of the heart, 
Unpruned lies; her hedges even pleach'd, 
Like priſoners, wildly over-grown with hair, 


I In vain he ſpoke, for ah, the ſword add:eft 
With ruthleſs rage, had pierc'd his lovely breaſt, 
With blood his ſnowy limbs are purpled o'er, 
And pale in death he welters in his gore, 
As a gay flower with blooming beauties crown'd, 
Cut by the ſhare, lies languid on the ground: 
Or fore tall poppy, that o'er-charg'd with rain 
Bends the fzint head and finks upon the plain; 
So fair, ſo languiſhingly ſweet he lies, 
His head declin'd, and drooping, as he dies. 

Now midſt the ſoe, diſtracted Nijus flew : 
Vaiſcens, and him alone, he ke: ps in view: 
The gathering train, the furious youth ſurround, 
Darts follow carts; and wound ſucceeds to wound: 
All, all unfelt: be ſeeks thei guilty lord, 
In fery circles, flies his thundering — 
Nor ceas d, but found at length the deſtin'd way, 
And buried in his mouth the faulchion lay. 
Thus cover'd o'er with wounds on every fide, 
Brave Nijus flew the murderer as he died; 
Then on the dear Exryalus his breaſt, 
Sunk down and flumber'd in eternal reſt. 
See Pitt, Ta. g. 


(13) Her, &c.] This is from the pſalms, Wine that makerh 
* "a of man, pi. 104. 15. The word hes in the text is 


Pu 
Tl 
De 
'Tt 
Tt 
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Co 
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Put forth diforder'd twigs : her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemloc, and rank fumitory, 
Doth root upon ; while that the culture ruſts, 
I 
The even mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled cowſlip, burnet and green , 
Wanting the ſcythe, all uncorrected, rank, 


Et 


7 


ine unpruned, grows wild and unfruittul ; 
pleached, putting forth diforder'd twigs; the 
over-run with weeds, darnel, Cc. and ſo every thing, viney 
fallows, meads, and hedges, defective in their 
wildneſs : defective in their oxwn particular natures, 
ciumtur nature;, ( ſays Mr. Upten, in the preface to his Obſerva= 
tions, Ic. p. 41. ) they were not defective in their crete na- 
ture, for they grew to wildneſs: but were defective in their 
proper and favourahle aature, which was 10 bring forth food 
ror aaa.” 


1 


; 
1 


Vor. Il. 4 The 


1 50 ] 


— 

ROAM DLO DUR DDD % PLO 
E 
Dr 


* The firſt Part of Henry VI. 


ACTI SCENE VI GLORT. 


(*) LORY is like a circle in the water ; 
Which never ceaſeth to inlarge itſelf, 
Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought. 


It is not the buſineſs or intention of this work to enter into 
2 conſideration of the genuineneſs of ſome of thoſe compoſitions, 
which are generally received 23 S:ake/pear*s, tho* diſputed, and 
I think, we may add juſtly, by the critics. Among the ret 
none appear leſs worthy of our inimitable author, than the three 
follow'ng; ſorne fine ſtrokes in thern ſufficiently aſſure us Shakeſ- 
Pear lent a hand; that he compoſed the whole, I can by no 
means perſuade myſelf; however, I leave it to the diſcuſſion of 
others, and only beg leave to obſerve, there are, befide the few 
paſſages I have ſelected, many fingle lines, which I could not 
— produce as beauties ſeparately conſidered, that merit ob- 

vation. f 

(1) Glory, &c. ] Beaumont and Fletcher in their Brother, 
uſe this fine fimile, tho? on another ſubject, with beauty. 


The 


Acr 


F 
A 
vw 
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ACTV. SCENE vin. 
MARRIAGE. 


For marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than to be dealt in by attorneyſhip. 


OG OS 0006000. 00 0 @ 0 0 © 


For what is wedlock forced but a hell, 

An age of diſcord ard continual firite * 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 
And is a pattern of celeſtial peace. 


The jars of brothers, two ſuch mighty ones, 

E like a ſmall ſtone thrown into a river, 

The breach ſcarce heard, but view the beaten current, 

And you ſhall fee a thouſand angiy rings, 

Riſe in his face, fill ſwelling, and ſtill growing; 

So jars diſtruſts encircle, diſtruſts dangers 

And dangers death, the greateſt extreme follows, 

Till noching bound chem but the ſhoar, their graves. 
AF 2. Sc. 1. 


But Mr. Poe haz improved it wonderfully, in the latter part 

of his £/ay on man, 
Self-love but ſerves the virtuous breaſt to wake, 
As the ſmall pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake; 
The centre mov d, a circle [trait ſucceeds, 
Another ſtill, and ſtil! another ſpreads. 5 
Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace, 
Its country next, and next all human race: 
Wide and more wide, tho' erflowings of the mind 
Take ev'ry creature in of ev'ry kind: 
Earth fmiles around, with boundleſs bounty bleſt, 
And Heaven bcholds its image in his breaſt, 
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The ſecond Part of Heney VI. 


ACT I SCENE N. 
Areſalvd ambitious Woman. 


OP OLLOW I muſt, I cannot go before, 
While Gh'fter bears this baſe and humble 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I wou'd remove theſe tedious ſtumbling blocks 
And fmooth my way upon their headleſs necks. 


And being a woman I will not be flack 


To play my part in fortune's pageant. 
ACT H. SCENE IL 
The Lord ever to be remembered 


I. et never day or night unhallow'd paſs, 
But till remember what the Lord hath done. 


Scenes VII. Eleanor ts the Duke of Gloſter, 
when doing Penance. 


For whilſt I think I am thy married wiſe; 
And thou a prince, protector of this land; 
Methinks, I ſhould not thus be led along, 

(r) Fallew, &c. ] There is fomething very like the cha- 
rater of lady , in this ambitious wiſe of the duke of 
Chfeer. | 

Mail'd 


er 


1 


0 
C 
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or, 
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(2) Maid up in ſhame, with papers on my back; 
And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 4 
To ſee my tears, and hear my deep-fetch'd 
oans. 

The ruchlets flint doth cut my tender feet, 

And when I tart, the cruel people laugh: 

And bid me be adviſed how I tread. 


ACT IL SCENE L 


Silent Reſentment deep. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is 


deep; 
And in his ſimple ſhew he harbours treaſon. 


Sczne IV. A guilty Countenance. 


Upon the eye- ball murd*rous tyranny 
Sits in grim majeſty to tright the world. 


Deſcription of 2 murder d Perſon, 


Sce how the blood is ſettled in his face 
Ott have I ſeen a time: y-parted ghoſt, 
O: ſaſhy ſemblance, meagcr, pale and blood-leſs ; 
J] Being all deſcended to the lab' ring heart, 
; —_ 7 Who, 


() AM.] ce in a feet a a man is in à coat of mail. 
* Smoth.] Swallowing waters 
Run deep and filec?, titl they're ſatisfied, 
And ſmile in thou asi cul; to gild their craft. 
The bizxdy Brither, Ad 2. Sc. t. 


(3) Being, &c. ] There is ſome little irregularity in grammar 
here; Lhave put a hyphen at blood-leſs, to make it the plainer z 
beiag all, i. e. all the had being deſcended, Fc. I cannot quite 
be : ecoaciled to who in the next line; it may indeed be allowed, 
b I hould rather tranſpoſe that, and read 


That in tbe can which is holds with d. =, 
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Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
AttraQts the ſame for aidance gainſt the enemy; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er re- 


the cheeks again. 


turneth 
To bluſh and beautify 
But fee his face is black, and full of blood ; 
His eye-balls farther out, than when he liv'd : 
Staring full ghaſtly, like a ſtrangled man ; 
His hair up-rear'd, his noſtrils ſtretch'd with ſtrug- 


His * diſplay*d, as one that graſpt 


And tugg d for life; and was by ſtrength ſfubdu'd. 
Look on the ſheets ; his hair, you fee, is ſtickirg ; 
His well-proportion'd beard, made rough and rug- 


ged 
Like to the ſummer's corn by tempeſt lodg'd : 
It cannot be, but he was murder'd here; 
The leaſt of all theſe figns were probable 


SCENE VII. A good Conſcience. 


(4) What ſtronger breaft-plate than a heart un- 
tainted ? 
Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel juſt 3 


Ard 
Tho” perhaps, ich ſoon after following, may be an objection. 
And we may obſerve, he uſes who — in the ſame manner 
in che ſecond page of this volume: 
ob — 
(Ne, &c. J A little before it is ſaid, 
A heart unſpotted is not eafily daunted. 


This ſentiment is plainly ſhadow'd from two celebrated cdes of 
Horace, the 22d of the firſt book, and the 3d of the 3d book. 
The ficſt begins, Integer vite, &. 


— 7 


OF r — RT 


FE 1 


Fa 
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And he but naked (though lock'd up in ſteel) 
Whoſe conſcience with injuſtice is cor: upted. 


Scenes VIII. Rems: eig Hurtd. 


A plague upon em! wherefore ſhould I curſe 
them ? 


Would curſes kill, as doth the Mand:ake's groan, 

I would invent as bitter ſearching terms, 

—4 curſt, as harſh, as horrible to hear, 

iwer 'd ſtrongly through my fixed tecth, 

With full as — — deadly hate, 

(5) As lean-fac'd envy in her loathſome cave. 

My tongue ſhould ſtumble in mine earneit words, 
Mine 


From virtue laws who never parte, 
Without the Mooriſb lance or bow, 

Or quiver ftor'd with poiſon'd darts. 
Secure thro” {ſavage realms may go, Ec. 


The other, Fuſtum ac tenacem prepeſti virum, &c. 


That upright man, who's ſteady to his truſt, 

Inflezible to ill, and obſtinately juſt, 

The fury of the populace defies, | 
And dares the tyrant's threat ning frowns deſpiſe, &c, 


I only juſt refer the reader to them, as they are ſo generally 
known: Herace too in bis epiſtles has a fine ſentiment to this 


purpoſe. 


Ie mrs alert efte, 


Be this thy guard, and this thy ſtrong defence, 
A virtuous heart, and ſpotleſs innocence : 

Not to be conſcious of a ſhameful fin, | 
Nor to look pale for ſcarlet crimes within. Creech 


(54, &c.] This is as fine a picture of ezvy as could poibbly 
be given in ſo narrow a compaſs: Spencer hath deſcribed her 
twice in his Faerie Queen, and in bo h places giver us a mcſt 
Joathſome picture, which mus would ſurely have greatly diſ- 
commended, when we find him fo ſevere on an author for one 
line repreſenting a nauſeous image. See his Eſey on the Sub- 
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Mine eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten flint, 
Mine hair be fix'd on end like one diſtract: 

Av, ev'ry joint mould tcem to curie and ban, 
And even now, my burder'd heart would break, 
Should I rot curſe them. Pcutfon be their drink ! 
Gall, worſe than gail, the daintieſt meat they taſte ! 
Their fweete:t ſhade, a grove of cypreſs-trecs! 

IT heir fweeteit proſpect, murd' ring battliſk: ! 
Their ſeftaſt touch, as ſmart as lizard?s ings ! 
The:r mic frigiittul as the ſerpent's hits ! 

And buying fereach-owls make the concert full! 
All the foui terrors of dark ſcated hell — 

* * * * * * * * . - . * * 


Now by the gronnd that Jam baniſh'd from, 
Well could I curic away a winter's night, 
Though ſtanding naued on a mountain- top, 


Where biting cold would never let gra's grow. 
Puruas Lmvers. 


And haniſhed I am, if but from thee : 
Go, ſpeak not to me: even now be gone — 
Ohg not yei—ev'n thus two friends condemn'd 
Embrace and kiſs, and take ten thouſand leaves, 
Loathe: a hundred times to part than die: 
Yet, now farewell, and farewell life with thee! 
Suff. hus is poor S. Holt ten times baniſhed, 

Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
(6) "Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence; 
A wildernei: is populous enough, 

So 


lime, ſect 9. See Shencer*s Farrie Queen, B. re. 1. 4. ft. 30. 
and B. g. I. an. ſt. 29, amy bu 1 while to remark, how 
exactly Shale ſuits his 'Lopnace to his cha-afters: how 
diffe:ent are theſe curſes from the mouth o., SAU, to thoſe 
from the mouth of Caliban, in the Temp. F 


(6) "Tis nor, &c. ] This paſſage, as Mr. Phal%y has obſerved 
in h'- enquiry into the learning of S „, j; the antient 
language of love, and employed by Ti-“ = to lis owa miſtie'*s, 

Sis 


Ai 
Bi 
H 
A 
D 


ole; 
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So Suffolk had thy heavenly company, 

For where thou art, there is the world itſelf; 
With ev*ry ſev'ral pleaſure in the world: 

And where thou art not, deſolation. 


Scene IX. Dying, with the Perf held, 
preferable to parting. 


If I depart from thee, I cannot live; 
And in thy fight to die, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant ſlumber in thy lap? 
Here could I breathe my foul into the air, 
As mild and gentle as the cradle - babe 
Dying with mother's dug between his lips. 


Scent X. The Death-bed Horrars of a 
guilty Confcience. 


(7) Bring me unto my tryal, when you will. 
Dy'd he not in his bed? Where ſhould he die? 
Can I make men live, whether they will or no? 


Sic ego ſecretit poſſurm bene vi vere ſy dit. 
Da nulla humans fit via trita pede: 
Tu mibi curarum requies,, tu n:e vel ara 


Lumen & in S:lis tu ili turba licit. 


A wilderneſs, unknown to man, with th-e 
Were bleſt, and populous enough for me; 

For where thou art each ſorrow fies away, 
Deſerts are wcrlds, and night outſhines the day. 


I have often lamented we have not ſo good a traaflat ion ofihig 
delicate poet and polite lover, as his excellence deſerves. 


(7) Bring, &. ] Nothing can more admicably picture to us 
the horror of « guilty conic:ence, than this frantic raving of the 
cardinel : 

When deach's is ſeen ſo terrible 
Ah, what a fign it is of evil life ! 
Thus hath guilt, even in this world, its due reward, and inf. 
quiey is not ſuffered to go unpuniſhed: the wel!-weighing fuck 


ightful ſcenes might, perhaps, be of no fimall ſervice to ſuch 
2s 
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Oh, torture me no more, I will confeſs—— 

Alive again? Then ſhew me where he is: 

PI give a thouſand pounds to look upon him 

He hath no eyes, the duſt hath blinded them : 

Comb down his hair; look! look! it ſtands up- 
right, 

Like lime-twigs ſet to catch my winged ſoul : 

Give me ſome drink, and bid th' apothecary 

Bring the ſtrong poiſon that I bought of him. 


ACT iv. SCENE L 
VI GE 7. 


) The gaudy, babbling, and remorſeiul day 
Is crept into the boſom of the ſea : 
* And row loud howling wolves arouſe the 


Jades, 
That dragic melancholy night: 
Who with their drowſy, flow, ard flagging wings, 
Clip dead mens graves ; and from their miſty jaws 
Breathe foul contagious darkneſs in the 1 
CENE 


as deſpiſe lectures frem the pulpit, and laugh at the intereſted 


re atations of divincs. 


(8) The, Se.] S-e the laſt paſſage in the Adſummer Night's 
Dream. Spencer, ſpeaking of night, ſays; 


And all the while ſhe ſtood upon tae ground. 
The wakerul dogs did never ceaſe to bay, 
As giving warning of th' unwonted found, 
With which her i on wheels did them affray, 
And her dark griefly look, them much diſraay. 
The metienge: of dcath, the ghaſtly owl, 
With dreary thrieks, did alio her bewray : 
And hung: v wolves continually did howl, 
At he: abhorred face, fo filthy and fo foul. 
ves Rs hen, K. 3. © 5. @. 20. 


No numbers can better expreſs the thing than theſe. Shake 
ſpear ſhews us, that he can as well excel in that, as in every 
other b anch of poetry. None of the fo celebrated lines of H- 


mer and Virgil, of this fort, deſerve more cormendation : _ 


8B 4886218. 
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Scene VI X E N T. 


(g) K-at, in the commentaries Cæſr writ, 
Is term'd the civil place of all this iilz ; 
Sweet is the country, becauſe full of riches : 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy. 


Lord Say's Apology for bim/elF. 


Juſtice, with favour, have I always done ; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could ne- 


ver. 
(10) When have I aught exacted at your hands? 
Kent, to maintain, the king, the realm and you, 
1 | Large 


the line, as it ought, juſtly labour, and the verſe mover ſlows. 
However I intend not to enter into any criticiſm of Shakeſpear's 
3 verſification, wherein could we prove him — to all other 
Shu writers, we muſt ſtill acknowledge it the leaſt and moſt trifling 
VS matter, wherein he is ſuperior. It is worth obſerving, that 
what Shakeſpear ſays of E dead mens graves, mi 
not impoſſibly be taken from Theocritus, who, f. ing of He. 
ate, the infernal and nocturnal deity, in his 2d fays---- 


Ta X, Exart, &c. 


Infernal Hecate, howling dogs abhor, : 
222 the dead mens graves, and put id gore, 
ſtalks 


(g) Kent, &c.] York, in the next A. 1. f. 4. ſpeaking 
of the — ſays, * 
In them I truſt; for they are ſoldiers, 
Wealthy and courteous, liberal, full of ſpirit, 
(10) hen, &c.} The iaterrogation in ail the editions i- 


placen at the end of this line: the paſſage, in my opinion, 
ſnould be painted thus: 
hands, 


When have I aught exacted at 2 
Kent, to maintain, che king, the realm, and you? 


This 
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Large gifts have I beſtow'd on learned clerks ; 
Becauſe my book preferr'd me to the king: 
And ſeeing, ignorance is the curſe of 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heav'n, 
Unlefs you be poſſeſs d with dev'liſh ſpirits, 

You cannot but foi bear to murder me. 


Tbis renders, the paſſage plain and eaſy : that he ſhould have 
beſtowed gifts on learned clerks to maintain Kent, the king, Sc. 
is ſomethings very un ea{onable ; that he ſhould have beſtowed 
gifts on them becauſe his bock preferred him to the king, is nat 
ealy rwaſorable, tut extremely probable. 
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The Third Part of Henzy VI. 
ACT I SCENE W.“ 


The Tranſports of a Crown. 
(1)— O but think 


moſt 
a man that has 
-hound, 

than this i 
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ScEnzs V. Alm Lion. 


So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws ; 


And fo he walks infulting o'er his prey, 
And fo he comes to rend his limbs aſunder. 


Scenes VI. The Duke of York on the gallant 
Behaviour of his Sons. 


ad 99 what hath bechanced 


But this I kao, they have demean'd themſelves 
Like men born to renown, by life or death. 
rn: 
courage, father it out: 
And full as 1 s 
With purple falchion painted to the hilt 
rr that had encounter d him: 
And when the hardieſt warriors did retire; 


Richard cry d charge „ 


Thou enemy to majeſty, 
32 


Fil As of a man, 
That hath power to do all ill. 


Caftr. Or a thing rather 
That does divide an empire with the Gods; 
Obſerve but with how little breath he ſhakes 
A populous city, which would ſtand unmoy'd 

a whit wind ! 

For 8 it 
Were | 'd to be any thing on earth, 
reg de Ferrand. 


DD. that fit on a crown, 
Tho” thou ſhould'ſt find one in the ſtreets, 


Thou would'lt not think it wol th the taking up: 


But 
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tomb, 


And cry'd 2 crown, or elſe a glori 
A ſcepter, or an earthly . 
With this we charg'd again; but out ! alas, 
We bodg'd again; as I have ſeen a fwan 

With bootleſs labour fwim againſt the tide, 
And ſpend her ſtrength with over-matching waves. 


A Father's Poſſin on the Murder of a favourite 


Oh tyger's heart wrapt in a woman's hide! 
How could'ſ thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 
And yet be ſeen to wear a woman's face ? 
Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 
Thou ſtern, obdurate, flinty, rough, 


That face of his the hungry cannibals 
(2) Would not have touch'd, would not have 
ſtain d with blood: | 

Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 

See, ruthleſs queen, > ie re | 

This cloth thou dip'df in blood of my ſweet boy, 

And I with tears do waſh the blood away. 

„* and. anon. 
2 


And 


But fince thou art enamour d of my fortune, 
Thou ſhalt ere long taſte it. * 


Caſir. But one day, 
And then let me expire. 


(z) Wald nt, &c. ] The firſt folios and the old 
this paſſage 28 : — — 
——Wou'd not have touch'd, 
Wou'd not have ftaig'd the roſes juſt with blood. 


Which 
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And if thou tel the heavy ſtory right, 
tears, 


Upon my foul, the hearers will 
Yea, even my foes will ſhed faſt falling tears, 
And fay, alas, it was, a piteous deed 


ACTI SCENE I. 


The Duke of York m Baile. 


Methought, he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 
rn 

as a encompaſs d round with 
Who having pinch'd a few, 22 
The reſt ſtand all aloof and bark at him. 


De MO RN ING. 


See how the morning opes her golden gates 
rr 
(3) How well reſembles it the prime of 
Frimas's he s youaker — dis love! 
SCEXE 


Which Mr. Thechald, for the fake of an alteration of his own, 
prefers to this, for which we have ſo good authority. He reads, 
Wen d not have ſtan'd the roſes juic'd with bled; 


\ 
\ 
0 


To be no better than a homely ſwain ; 
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Sczxe VI The Morning's Dawn: 


Can neither call it perfect day or night. 
The Blefſings of a Shepberd's Life: 
* OGod! methinks, it were a happy life 


young lord. 
— Sie Glkcale, and the conſttuQion very involy'ds 
however it ems no more than this, bow well reſembles it, a 
enter trimm'd out in the prime of youth prancing to his love.» 


(4) This, Ce. 1 The of blowing his nails, is pe= 
culia:ly natural and beautiful; the reader may remember that 
on uſes it in the pretty ſong at the end of Love's Laus. 


- leman, or 


* © Gd, &c. J There is ing very 1 
in this paſſage; it is a good deal in manner of #5 2 


; every 
are the following lines from Sexeca's 
ſabject, and perhaps they may therefore be 


Stretch'd on the turf in Sylvan 
No fear the peaſant's reſt invades, 
While gilded roofs, and beds of 

Perplex the flumbers of the great. 


= 
. 


'T dials queintly, poi int, 
Th 1 I 
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To fit upon a hill, as I do now, 


2 
- 
] 
— 


the day, 
up the year, 


many hours bring about 

nn en en E 

many years a mortal 
is known, then 


= 


man may live : 


Y 


this 


: 


to divide the time ; 
many hours muſt I tend my flock ; 


When 
So 


years, 


155 1 
1 b 
171 
l 
5 1 i Ty 
11111 
12 J 1222 
1114811. 
II 
38888888588 


7 


ſheep, 


doth « rich embroider's 


$5) Than 
Te kings that fear their ſubjects 


( 


_ 
Gives not the hawthorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade 


'To 


bene rare 


in her nuptial bed, 


us doubts di 


| happy 


royalty — 


* 65.) is 


The miſeries of 


IV. A. 4 10. 


] 


Henry 


&c. 


Lo 
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O, i thouſand fold it doth. 
Nr, SOERESR curds 

with the poets ; on which, as indeed on moſt others, they muſt 


ield the ſuperiorit Shakeſpear , Racine in his ce- 
d tragedy of — on the ſubject. * 
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His cold thin drink out of his leathern bottle, 
His wonted fleep under a freſh tree's ſhade, 
All which ſecure and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 

His viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 


When cares miſtruſt, and treaſon, wait on him. 


ACT e 
MO B. 
0d Lock, 02 he e my face, 


How the air blows 1 1 
with my wind, when 

Tees oe to another when it 
I always by the greater ouſt ; 
Such is the lightneſs of you common men. 


Scene ll. 4 Simile on ambitiaus Thoughts. 


Why, then | do but dream on ſov'reignty, 
Like one that ſtands upon a promontory, 
And a far-off ſhore . 
Wiſhing his foot were equal with his eve, 
And chides the ſea that funders him from thence, 
Saying, he'll lade it dry, to have his way. 


Glouceſter's Deformity. 
(7) Why, love forfwore me in my mother's 
womb ; 


And, for I hould not deal in ber foft laws, 


2. — mile perfectly well repreſents the in- 
6 . deginning of Richard the third, . 
. 


„renne 


982955555 
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She did corrupt frail nature with ſome bribe 

To ſhrink mine arm up like a wither'd ſhrub ; 

8 mountain on my back; 
n > 

To ſhape my legs of an unequal Ley 

To me in every part : 

Like to a chaos, or unlick'd bear-w 

That carries no impreſſion like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belovy'd ? 


Glouceſter : Diffimulation. 


Why, I can fmile, and murder while I ſmile ; 
And cry content to that which grieves my heart ; 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears; 

And frame my face to all occafions : 

FI drown more failors than the Mermaid ſhall ; 
Pl flay more gaz ers than the bafiliſk ; 

PII play the orator, as well as Neffor; 

Deceive more flily, than Ulyſſes could ; 

And, like a S:mon, take another Troy : 
Fre 

Ch ſhapes with Proteus, for advantages; 
(3) And fer thy aſpiring Catiline to ſchool. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 


(3) And ſer, Kc. J 1 
which is of the old 


ACT 


—— — . ͤ EE. =O — moe ——e—_ ——— — .— ö — 
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ACT V. SCENE N. 
Henry VI. On bis own Lenity. 


I have not ſtopt mine ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted off their ſuits with flow delays ; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds; 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling griefs ; 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears. 

I have not been defirous of their wealth, 


Nor much oppreſt them with ſubſidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, tho” much err'd. 


ACT V. SCENE II. 


The Earl of Warwick's dying Speech. 


Ah, who is nigh? Come to me, friend, or foe, 
And tell me who is victor, York or Warwick ? 
Why aſk I that? My 
My blood, my want of 

ſhews, 
That I muſt yield my body 
And, by my fall, the to my foe. 
(9) Thus yields the cedar to the ax's edge, 
hoſe arms gave ſhelter to the Py OO 


(% Thus yields, &c. ] Por this grand and noble Shake- 
is plainly indebted there, where for the firſt time through 

this work, I am obliged, and gladly, to acknowle him 
done. Tis from the 31ſt chapter of the ef, ver. 3. 
** Behold the Merian was a cedar in with fair 
and with a ſhadowing ſh oud, andof an high ſtature, 
— — boughs. 4. The waters made 
the deep ſet him up on high with her rivers running 
his plants, and ſent out ber little rivers wato all Ge 


fie 
of 


FEST 


2 2 


T 
— 


28. PLELD2 


2 *Y 
* + 


er FREY 


The Third Part of Henry VI. 71 
Under whoſe ſhade the irg lion ſlept; 
Whoſe top branch over d Jide's ſpreading 


5 

And kept low ſhrubs from winter's pow'rful wind. 

Theſe 2 that now are dim'd with death's black 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day ſun, 

To ſearch the ſecret treaſons of A 

The wrinkles in my brow, now fill'd with blood, 

Were lik ned oft to kingly ſepulchres: 

For who liv'd king, but I could dig his grave? 

And who durſt ſmile when Warwick bent his brow ? 

Lo! now my glory ſmear'd in duſt and blood, 

(10) My parks, my walks, my manors that I mor 
n 


field. g. Therefore his height was exalted above all the trees 
of the field, and his boughs were multiplied, and his branches 
became long, becauſe of the multitude of waters, when he ſhot 
forth. 6. All the fowls of heaven made their neſts in his boughs, 
and under his branches did all the beaits of the field bring forth 
their young, and under his ſhadow dwelt all great nations. 
7. Thus was he fair in his greatneſ*, in the length of his branch- 
es : for his root Was by great waters. $8. The cedars in the 
garden of God could not hide him : the fir-trees were not like 
his boughs, and the cheſnut-trecs were not like his branches; 
nor any tree in the garden of God was like unto him in his beauty, 
Se. 12. And ſtrangers, the terrible of the nations have cut him 
off, and have left im: upon the mountains, and in all the val- 
leys his branches are fallen, and his are broken by all the 
rivers of the land, and all the people of earth are gone down 
from his ſhadow, and have left him. 13. Upoa his ruia ſha l 
all the fowl: of the heaven remain, and all the beaſts of the fied 
ſhall be upon his branches, Cc. See the ; 

The ſcriptures, and more efpecially the prophets, abound 
with many i mila paſſages, ſublime and exalted as this, which 
it would be endleſs to produce here. 

(10) My parks, Sec. 1“ 1 won't venture to affirm, ſays Mr. 
The:bald, our author is imitating Horace here: but turely this 
pailage is very much of a caſt with that which I am abvat to 


Lare neque harum _— arbar um 
Je preter inviſas cupre 
7754. brexcen deminum ſequetur. B. 2, ode 14. 
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Ev'n now forſake me; and of all my lands. 
Is nothing left me but my body's length. 


's $ the Battle 
W 


. what I ſhou'd 


Ys 
My tears gainſay ; for every word I ſpeak, 
Ye fee, Print „ Ap eye; 
Therefore no more but this: Henry ſovereign 
Is priſoner to the foe, his ſtate * 
His tealm a ſlaughter-houſe, his ſubſects ſlain, 
His ſtatutes cancelF'd, and his treaſure ſpent; 
Ardy onder is the Wolf that makes this ipoil; 
You fight in juſtice; then, in God's name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give ſignal to the battle. 


Sc VII. Omens on the birth of Richard III. 


(11) The owl ſhrick'd at thy birth, an evil fign ; 
The night-crow cry d, 2 boding luckleſs tune; 


ſpacious fields, ſplendid houſe, 
* pleaſing wife Ks thou tore go,, 
Nor of thoſe trees, thy hands have ais'd, 
Exc pt the baneti | cypreſs boughs, 

Shall one attend their ſhort-li v' d lord below. 


Dryden has 82 22 the ee and 
| 4 * E — — 
en the ground, thus lament, | r * 


Lie there, the ſhadow of an empe-o, 
The place thou prefic ſt oa thy mother earth 
Is all thy empiic now. 


(ni) The &c. J See an account of the 8 the 
Aer. E. a N 


A. 1. 


Dogs 


De eee PTR 


'd 


0 * 
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* hideous tempeſts ſhook down 


The raven croak'd koorſe on the chimney's 
Thy mother pyes in diſmal diſcords fung : 
more than a mother's pain, 
And yet rough or il then —_— 


To wit, an indigeſted, deform d lump 
Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly 


Cs et. Meds cds. 
En la Re be the heard, 
can't into the world with thy legs or- 


. 


== 
XRRRNAXIXXXX: 
The Life HEZNRT VIII. 


ACT I SCENE. 
ANGE R. 
_ TTY 120. 


A frll-hoe horſe, who, being allow'd his way, 


1 


Self mettle tires him. Lor 
ue 
Scene IV. Aas to be carried on with Re- And 
ſolution. Goc 

It Tm traduc'd by which neither know 


tongues, 
My faculties, nor perſon ; yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing: let me ſay, 
*Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue muſt go through: we mult not ſtint 
Our nec actions, in the fear, Wh 
T0 icious cenſurers ; which ever, y 


As 2av'nous fiſhes, do a veſſel follow 

That is new trimm'd : but benefit no further The 
Than vainly longing. What we oft do beſt, Like 
By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is But 


om on allow'd : what worſt, as oft 
itting a groſſer quality, is cry'd u 
For our beſt act: if we ſtand ſtill, 1 fear, 
Our me tion will be mock'd or carped at, 
We ſhould take root here, where ve fit 5 or fit 
State-ſtatues only. 

SCENE 


R E 
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Sczvs VI. New Cufoms. 


New cuſtoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
Nay, let em be unmanly, yet are follow'd 


ACT H. SCENE I. 
The Duke Buckingham's Prayer for the King. 


——May ke live 
than I have time to tell his years ! 
F.ver belov'd, and loving may his rule be 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodnef:, and he fill up one monument 


$ Dependents mt 9 truad by great” 


This from 2 dying man receive as certain: 
Where you are lib'ral of your loves and counſels, 
Beware you be not looſe ; thoſe yu make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when the 4 once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again, 


But where they mean to ſink ye. 


Sc ENU III. A god Wite. 


mary bod, 
That, like a jewel, hung twenty years 
About his neck, BD. 


. ber ther ions the wh that excellence, 
H 3 That 
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'That love good men with ; even of her, 
Will blefs the king. 


Scan v. The Plſſing of alow Station. 


(1)————Tis better to be lowly born, 
Werren 
Than to d up in a glitt'ri i 
E ee 


Sczxz VI. Queen Catharine's Speech to her 
Huſband. 


Alas 
In what have I offended you ? What cauſe | 
en to diſpleaſure, 
y eed to put me off, J 
And take your good grace from me? Heav'n wit- 


Pve been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will, conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike, 

Yea, ſubject to your count”nance ; glad or ſorry, 
As I faw it irclin d: when was the hour, 


(1) See a fimilar paſſage foregoing. Horace thus 2dviſer io bis 


zoth epiſtle, L. 1. 


Forſake the gau iy tinſel of the great; 
The peaceful cottage beckons a retreat : 
Where true content à folid comfort brings 
To kings unknown, or favourites of kings. 


Sir, &c. J The reader will find in the ad ſcene of 
the 3d Winter's Tale, a ſpeech, made by the queen, on 
being accuſed by her huſband, very fimilar to this: "Tis ſpoken 
in court, where the innocent Herm;zne appear d, and was con- 
demned by her jealous huſbagd. 


Lever 


Ys 
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Tever contradicted your defire ? 

Or made it not mine too? Which of your friends 
Have I not trove to love, I knew 
He were mine enemy. What friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? Nay, give notice, 
He was from thence difcharg'd. Sir, call to mind, 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upwards of twenty years ; and have been bleſt 
With many children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſs of this time, youcan report, 
And prove it too, againſt mine honour aught, 
My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty 
Againſt your ſacred z in God's name, 
Turn me away; and let the fouPft ccntempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up, 

To the ſharpeſt kind of juſtice, 


* 


Queen Catharme's Speech to Cardinal Wolſey. 


I: cramm'd with 

You have by fortune, and his highneſs's favours, 

Gone flightly o'er low ſteps ; and now are mount- 
ed, 


Where pow'rs are your retainers ; and your 
Domeſticks to you, ſerve your will, as't pleaſe 
Yourielf pronource their office. I muſt tell you, 
You tender more your perions honour, than 
Your high profeſſion ſpiritual. 
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SCENE * — Charafler of 


That man i'th' world who ſhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in t be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that. "Thou art alone 
(If thy rare qualities, ſweet 1 
1 ſaint · Ike, wiſe-like government 

ing in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious, could but ſpeak thee out) 
The queen of earthly queens 


ACT WM SCENE I. 


On her own Merit. 


Have I liv'd thus (let me ſpeak myſelf, 
MM... $54 ity chops = a true one ? 
A woman (I dare fay, without vain glory) 
Never yet branded with ſuſpicion ? 

Have I with all m 


full 
lov'd him, next heav- 
im n, obey'd 


Been out of fondneſs, ſuperſtitious to him ? 
Almoſt forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded ? Tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a conſtant woman to her 
One, that ne'er dream'd a joy beyond his pleaſure ; 
And to that woman, when ſhe has done moſt, 

Yet will 1 add an honour ; 2 great patience. 


Queen 


Wl CN 


. 


yd 


re; 
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Queen Catharine campared to a Lilly. 


(3)———Like the Lilly, 
That once was miſtreſs of the field and flouriſh'd, 
Fil hang my head and periſh. 


Obedience to Princes. 


The hearts of princes kiſs obedience, 
So much they love it: but to ſtubborn ſpirits, 
They ſwell, and grow as terrible as ſtorms. 


Scan III. Horror, its outward Effetts. 


——— Some I 
Is in his brain; he bites his hp, and ftarts ; 
Strikcs his breaſt hard, and then, anon, he caſts 
„ 


Firm Allegiance. 
Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 
Appears in forms as horrid ; yet my duty, 

(3) Like the Lilly, &.] So Spencer calls 
The lilly, lady of the flow'ring field. 


Faerie Queenc, B. 2. c. 6. ſ. 16. 
"2 (4) As 
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(4) As doth a rock againſt the chiding flood, 
Should the a h of this wild river break, 
And ſtand un n yours. 


Scenes IV. Auer, its external Effetls. 


What ſudden anger's this? How have I reap'd 
it? | 

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 

Ley from his eyes. (5) So looks the chafed 
ion 

Upon the daring huntſman, that has gall'd him; 

Then makes him nothing. 


P 
A 
I 
L 
A 


(a) 4 A, 8c. } This fimile is uſed both by Vergil and 


He, like a rock amidft the ſeas unmov'd, 
Stands oppoſite reſiſting; like 2 rock 

Amidſt the fea : which while the roaring tide 
Eneroaches, with its weight itſelf ſuſtains 
Among the noiſy waves: in vain the cliffs 
Feemirg rebellow loud: and all around 
The broken ſea-weed daſhes vn its fidev. 


See Trap, E. 7, 
And again 


3 
He like a rock, which o'er the ocean wide, 
Hangs prominent, expos'd to wind and wa ves 
And all the rage of ſea and ſky endures : 
Stands fix'd unmoy'd—— Sec II. .. te, 
(5) So let, &c.] 


So when on ſultry Zibya's deſert ſand, 
The lion ſpies the hunter hard at hand : 
Couch*d onthe carth the doubtful ſavage lies, 
And waits awhile, till all his {ucy riſe: 
His laching tail provokes his ſweliing ſides, 
And high upon his neck, his mane with horror rides : 
Then, if at lergth the flying dart inſeſt, 
Or the b:oad ſpear invade his ample breaſt, 
Scoi ning the wound, he yawns a dreadful roar, 
And flies like lightnirg oa the hoſtile Mar. 
Now] Z Lucan, B. 1. 


Falling 
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Hulliug Greatneſs. 


—— —Nay, then farewel ! 
Pve touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſs; 
And from that full meridian of my 
I haſte now to my ſetting. I ſhall fall, 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man fee me more. 


Sczxz VI. The Vicifitudes of Life. 


So farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel, a long farewel to all my greatneſs ; 
This is the ſtate of man; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloſſoms, 
And bears his hlyſhing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froſt, a killing froſt, 

And when he thinks, good eaſy man, full fu. ely 
His greatneſs is a ripening, (6) nips his root; 
And then he falls as I do; I have ventur'd, 

Like little wanton boys, that ſwim on bladders, 
Theſe many fuinmers in a fa of glory; 

But far beyond my depth; my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me; and now has left me, 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 

Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye; 

I feel. my heart new open d. Oh, how wretched 
Is that poor man, thai hangs on prince's favours ! 
There is, betwixt that ſeile we would afpire to, 


(6) Nipe his ro:t.] It is plain the poet ſpeaks of the deſtructioa 
of the tree by the froſt n/ppinz and ii/ling the root, not the leaves 
and bloſſoms: fo that Mr. arburtan's criticiſm is unneceſſary. 
See Love's Labour Loft, 

That 


; 
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That ſweet aſpect of princes, and our ruin, 
More pangs and fears than war or woman have; 
And, when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, 


Never to hope again. 


Carainal Wolicy's Speech to Cromwell. 


Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a tear 

In all my miferies; but thou haft forc'd me, 

Out of thy honeſt truth, to play the woman 

ants. n and thus far hear me, Crom- 
well; 

And when I am en, 2s I ſhall be, 

And fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Of me muſt more be heard; fay then I taught thee; 

Say, Wolſey, that once trod the ways of glory, 

And founded all the depths and meals of honour, 

Found thee a way out of his wreck, to riſe in: 

A fure, and ſaſe one, though thy maiter miſs d it, 

Mark but my fall, and that which ruin'd me: 

(7) Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition: 

By that fin fell the angels; how can man then 

(The image of his maker) hope to win by't? 

(8) Love ay waa laſt : cherith thoſe hearts, that 
hate thee: 


Cor- 


(7) Cramwell, &c.] In the ſe:ond par of Henry VI. A. t. 8. 
the duke of Gloſter lays to his - ” 


Baniſh the cank er of ambitious thought:, 


(8) Zove, &c. ] The whole meaning of this advice ſeems to. 
be this : ©* Pay leſs regard to your own intereit than to that of 
your friends; love them firſt, yourſelf laſt, nay, even after your 
enemies; for it is neceſſary for you to cheriſh thoſe that hate 
| to heap favours on them, and thereby make em your 

ends; for even corruption and bribery itſelf wins not more 


car honeſty and open-dealing.”” There ſeerns a peculiar excel 


lence 
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Corruption wins not more than honeſty. 
Still in thy right hand peace, 
11 — 1 —ũ—ñ 
un ne a, te or Gn 


Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou falFft, O 
Cromwell, 


Sir T. Hanmer flattens the line by reading it, 
Cheriſh ev'n the hearts that hate thee. 


This paſſage appears with double propriety, when we confider 
« comes from the mouth of s divine, who may be ſuppoied tc 
have had this verſe of St. Matthew in view. Love your enemies, 
bleſs them that curſe you, do good to them that hate y:z. Chap, 


v. ver. 44. 


3 (9) ja, &c.] The power and blefling of a good heart and 
4 jence, are me 11 foregoing. Mites, 
in his Comes, ſpeaks thus excellently of a virtuous man. 
He that has light within his own clear bi eaſt 
2 May fit ich“ center and enjoy bright day: 
Bu: he that hides a dark ſoul, and ou] thoughts, 


Benighted walks under the mid-day ſua; 
Himle'f is his own dungeon. 


. L dare 
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19 mine own. O Cromwell, Crom 
well, 

Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zeal 

I ferv'd my king, he would not in mine age 

Have left me naked to my enemies. 


MY AY by bs on 


ACT NV. SCENE IL 
MP PAL MUSS 


Ye 
och a noiſe aroſe 0 
As the ſhrouds make at ſea in a ſtiff t 5 Hi 


As loud, afid to as many tunes. Hats, a 
Doublets, I think, flew up; and had their faces 
Been looſe, this day they had been loſt. Such joy 
I never {aw before. Great belly'd women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams, 

In the old time of war, would ſhake the preſs, 
And make em reel before em. No man living 
Could fay, this is my wife here, all were woven 
So ſtrangely in one piece. 


Sczxs I. Cardinal Wolſey's DeatÞ: 


At laſt with eafy roads he came to Leiceſter ; 
Lodg'd in the abby ; where the rev'rend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably recerv'd him; 
To whom he gave theſe words, O father abbot, 
An oid man, broken with the forms of ſtate, 
Is come to lay his weary bones among you, 
Give him a little earth for charity i 
So went to bed; where cagerly his ſickneſs 


Purſu 


Putſu 
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Purſu'd him ſtill, and three nights after this, | 
About the hour of eight, (which he himſelf 
Foretold, ſhould be his laſt,) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations, tears and f 
He gave his honours to the world again, 
His bleſſed part to heav'n, and flept in peace. 


His Vices and Virtues. 


So may he reſt, his faults lie gently on him ! 
Yet thus far, Griffith, give me leave to ſpeak him; | 
And yet with charity; he was a man | 
Of an unbounded ſtomach, ever ranki 
Himſelf with princes; (11) one, that by ſuggeſti- 

on 


(11) One that, &c.] Mr. Harbwin explains this paſſage 
thus, One that by giving the king pernicious couniel, ty'd or en- 
flav'd the kingdom. And he obſerves, that Shake/pear uſes the 
word ſuggeſtion, with a great propriety and ſeeming knowledge of 
the Latin tongue. For the late Reman writers and their glofſes 
agree to give this ſeale to it; Suggefftio off c:m maglſtratas ui he 
bet princips ſalubre confilium ſuggerit. A ſuggeſtion, is, when 2 
magiſtrate gives 2 prince wholſome council. 80 that nothing 
could te ſeverer than this reflection, that that wholeſome coun- 
cil, which it is the miniſter's duty to give his prince, was ſo im- 
poiſoned by him, as to produce flavery to his country.” The 
commentator here (with great ſhew of reaſon} ſeems to ſtrike 
out 2 meaning his author moſt probably never meant; if the read- 
ing be juſt, the paſſage is plain and eaſy, ſhould we take ſug - 
gallian in its vulgar acceptation: but it leems very exceptiona- 
ble, nor can I be ſatisſied with ty'd, eſpecially when 1 confider 
the words immediately following; indeed, it may be faid, the is 
particularizing his vices without any connection: The Oxford 
editor reads genes which is too forc'd, and unwarrantable: 
Walſey certainly had great ſway is the kingdom by means of the 
high credit he was in With the king, but be could not be faid 
properly, I think, by /ugg2fion, by underhand dealings, or by 
pernicious coun'el (Which you will,) to tye the kingdom, pre- 
perly ; the word is printed very imperfetly in the ol editioney 
perhaps it was /way'd;, but | pretend not to ſay any thing cer- 
tain; the judicious reader will foon tee whether the gzplicaticn 
given ſatisfies him. 


Vo. II. 1 Ty'd s 
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'Ty'd all the kingdom: fimony was fair play; 
His own opinion was his law. I' th" 
He would fay untcuths, and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning. He was never, 
But where he went to rnin, pitiful. 
His promiſes were, as he then was mighty ; 
But his perſormance, ie now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he 2+ ill, and gave 
The clergy ill examp 
Griff. "Noble Mad: Madara, 

(12) Mens evil manners live in braſs; their virtues 
We write in water. 
© © © „ © © Theas cardinal, 
Tho” from an humble ſtock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much honour, from his cradle; 
He was a ſcholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wiſe; fair ſpoken, and perſuading; 
Loſty and ſour to them that lov'd him not: 
But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as ſum- 
mer. 

And though he was unfatisfy'd in getting, 
(Which was a fin) yet in beſtowing, m 
He was moſt princely : Ever witneis for him 
"Thoſe twins of learning that he rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxford! one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to out-live the good he did it : 
The other, though unfiniſh'd, yet fo famous, 
So excellent in art, and ftill fo riſing, 
That Chriſtendom ſhall ever fpeak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 


(12) Mens, &c.] Beaumont and Fletcher borrowed this ſenti- 
ment from Shake/pear in their PLilafter. Act 5. 


u your better deeds 
Shall be in water writ, but this ia maible, 


And 


Be: 
w 
Ca 


To 
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And ſound the bleſſedneſs of being little; 
And to add greater honours to his age 
Then mm could grve Bam, he dy'd, fearing God. 


ACTV. SCENE V. 


A Church-Man. 


Love and meekneſs, Lord, 
Become a church-man better than ambition= 


5 Win ſtraying ſouls with modeſty again; 
Caſt none away. 


INHUMANITY?. 


: (14)——— Tis a cruelty 
um, To load a falling man. 


I 2 SCENE: 
(13) Men, &c.] In Paſtor Fide, there is 2 fine ſentiment not 
nalike this. AQ 5. Sc. 1. 
Who now can boaſt of earth's felicity, 
When envy treads on virtue's heel ? S. R. Fanſbaw. 


(14) Te, &c. ] The poct, in the former part of the play, 
gives us the ſame humane and tender ſentiment. 


, — muy lord, 
Preſs not a falling man too far; tis virtue. At. 3. 8. 6. 
Nothing 
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Scan VII. Archbiſhop Cranmer's Ho- 
pbecy. 


— ——Let me ſpeak, Sir; 
(For heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter, 
Let none think flatt'ry, for they'll find em truth. 
This royal infant, (heav'n ſtill move about her) 
Tho' in a cradle, 


ty 1 
With all the virtues that attend the 
—— —— Truth ſhall nurſe 
Holy and heav'oly thoughts ſtill counſel her : 
W - aadtds Her own ſhall bleſs 
Her foes ſhake, like a field of beaten corn, 


Look how the father's face, (ſays Ben Johnſon) 


Lives in his iſſue, even ſo the race 


— 
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(15) In her days, ev'ry man ſhall eat in ſafety 

Under his own vine, what he plants; and ing 

The merry ſongs of peace to all his nei | 

God ſhall be truly known, and thoſe about her, 

From her ſhall read the perfect ways of honour, 

And claim by thoſe their goodneſs, not by blood 

Nor ſhall this peace ſleep with her; but as when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden pheenix, 

Her aſhes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herſelf; 

So thall ſhe leave her bleſſedneſs to one, 

(16) (When heav'n thall call her from this cloud of 
darknels) 

Vho from the facred aſhes of her honour 

Shall ſtar-Iike riſe, as great in fame as ſhe was, 

And fo ſtand fix'd. Peace, plenty, love, truth 


terror, * 


(15) B, &c.] The poet; excellence in fo beautifully keeping 
EP the p op iety of his characters, can never be ſufficiently ad- 
mired ; no expceſſions could have ſo well become the mouth of 
an archbiſhop as ſcrip ure ones; and we may obſerve, what 
grace this elegant compliment to his princeſi gains from thence 3 
the bleſſiags of S:/omon's reign are ſet forth in the firſt of Kings, 
Ch. iv. where particularly tis ſaid, << oy man dwelt ſafe 
under his vine; and ſo in the prophet Micab, They mall 
every man under his vine, and under his fig-tree ; and none ſhall 
make them afraid; for all people will walk every one in the 
name of kis God, Cc. See Ch. iv. Fer. 4. 


(15) This chud of darkneſs.} Mien in his Cmut, at the be- 
ginniag, thus ſpeaks in contempt of the earth : 


Above the ſmoak and fir of this dim ſpot, 

Which men call ex'th, and with low-thoughtcd cares 
Conſin d, and peſter' d in this pinfo!ld here, 

Strive to keep up a frail and feveiiſh being, 
Vamindful of the crown that virtue gives. 


13 Thatz 
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ACT I. SCENE HE. 


:w Tiles. 


O 9 D- den, Sir Richard God a mercy, fel- 
ow, 

And if his name be George, Pll call him Peter: 
For new made honour doth forget men's names : 
Tis too reſpective and unſociĩable 
For your converſing. Now your traveller, 
He and his tooth-pick at my worſhip's mets : 
And when my ly ſtomach is ſuffic'd, 


Why then, I fuck my teeth, and catechiſe 


* King Jabs] The ſtyle all thro” this excellent play is grand and 
equal, = it abounds * a great variety of fine topic. ard at - 
ſecting ſpear ſeems to have bad a particular reſpect 
for 2 — 2 chara cer is well maintained, as is that 
of the king, than whom none could have bcen a more proper 
perſon for tragedy; I know not by wha. fir.guiar good fortune 
boo it has happened, that the text is remarkably correft, and 
free from that multitude of 1 wherewith moſt of our 


author's works fo unhappily abound, 
(1) My 
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(1) My piked man of countries ;—my dear Sir, 


(Thus leaning on my elbow, I begin) 
I ſhall beſeech you—that is que ſtion now; 

' And then comes anſwer-like an A B C book: 
O Sir, ſays anſwer, at your beſt command, 
At your employment, at your ſervice, Sir z— 
No, Sir, ſays queſtion, I, ſweet Sir, at yours, 
And fo &er anſwer knows what queſtion wouid, 
Saving in dialogue of compliment; 
And tal-ing of the Alps and Apennines, 
The Pyrcnean and the river Po; 
It craws towards ſupper in concluſion, ſo. 

, But this is worthipful ſociety, 

And fits the mounting ipirit like myſelf : 
For he i. but a baſtard to the time, 
That doth not ſmack of obſervation. 


AC TIL SCENE IL 


A Deſcrip|im of England. 


(2) That pale, that white-fac'd ſhore, 
Whoſe foot ſpurns back the ocean's roaring as 
Ar. 


l ed.] Mr. Pape explains this by © a Man formal”; 
AL Tr The 3 copies, (ſays Theobald) give it us picked, by a 
flight co:ruptior. in the ſp+ii-ng ; but the avikor certainly defign'd 

e (from the French cb, je prgue) i. e touchy, tart, appre- 
nfive, upon bis guard. A ſeafe, (that perhaps may ſeem ri- 
diculous to ſome readers, and which I by no means advance 25 
true) ftrikes me on reading the paſſage ** Richerd ſays, the 
traveller and his t27-pick ſhall be both at bis table, and for my 
own pe t. he goes on, when I have ſufficed my knightly ſtomach, 
then I ſhe'll fit at my eaſe picking my tueth, and cat echiſing my 
picked man of countcie-, i. e. my t:aveller who has already 
icked his teeth, and dees nct take the liberty which I do, to 
Il on his elbow and pick his teeth. be ubſervient to 
commands, aud waiting e my catecaiſfing him. In this 

Ficked is right in the old opies 
(2) That, &c.] Sh: ſpear, like « true lover of his country, 
has ncver any opportunity to celebrate it or his country- 
men, 
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— till that England, * 

v*n till that hedg'd in with the main 
That water-walled bulwark, ſtill ſecure l 
And confident from foreign purpoſes, 

Ev'n till that utmoſt corner of the weft, 


Salute thee for her king. 


Deſcriptian of an Engliſh A my. 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
His forces ſtrong, his ſoldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother queen ; 
An Ate ſtirring him to blood and ſtriſe. | 
With her, her niece the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
(3) With them a baſtard of the king deceas'd bn 


men, the reader will find, beſides the paſſzge* in the preſent 
y, one in Richard II. A, 2. S. 1. and Cymbeline, A. 3. F. 1. 

tr too forgot not to pay due honours to his country in kis 
Fairic Queene, but has given us one whole canto, Which he en- 


A chronicle of Briton kings 
From Brute to Uthers raigne: | 
And rolls of Elfz ernperot s 
Till time of Ghr:ane. B. 2. C. 10. 
Neither has Ahern omitted to mention his country; in his ad- 
mirable maſk of Camus, he calls it 


| — An ile | 
The greateſt and the beſt of all the main; 
And his countrymen, An old and haughty natioa proud in arms. 


(3) Fith them, &c. ] There is a flight error in the pointing 
here, which I the rather take notice of, as it runs tho? all the 
editions, and ſeems to have given the editors a wrong ſenſe of 
the paſſage; tis ſaid the king is come with the mother queen, 


With her, her niece the lady Blanch of Spain, 
Wich them a baſtard of the king dececas'd, 
And all the unſettled humours of the land: 


Raſh, inconſiderate, Cc. 
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And all th' unfettled humours of the land, 
Raſh, inconſiderate, fiery voluntaries, 
With lady's faces, and fierce dragons ſpleens, 
Have fold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntleſs ſpirits, 
Than now the Engliſh bottoms have waft o'er, 
Did never float upon the ſwelling tide, 

To dooffence and ſcathe in Chriſtendom. 

The interruption of their churliſi drums 

Cuts off more circumſtance ; they are at hand. 


COURAGE. 


By how much ed, by fo much 
We muſt awake endeavour for defence ; 
For courage mounteth with occaſion. 


Scenes II. A Boafer. 


What cracker is this ſame, that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of ſuperfluous breath? 


Scene IV. Leſcription of Vittory, by the 
French. t 5 


You men of Angiers, open wide your gates, 
And let young Arthur duke of Bretagne in: 


I think there is no doubt, the ſemicolon ſhould be after the baſtard 
of the king deceas'd; then he adds, and all the unſettled hu- 
raours of the land, raſh, &c. have fold, Cc Scathe in the laſt 
line but two, ſignifies damage, hurt, miſchief, derived from 
2 Saxon word: Skinner ſays, it is yet uſed in Lincalnſbire, which 
it might have been in his time, and probably may be now, tho” 
I don't recollect ever to have heard it. 

Who 
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Who by the hand of France this day hath made, 
Much work for tears in many an Engliſh mother, 
Whole ſons lye ſcatter'd on the bleeding ground: 
And many a widow's huſband groveling lies, 
Coldly embracing the diſcolour d earth; 

While victory with little loſs doth play 

Upon the dancing banners of the French; 

Who are at hand, triumphantly diſplay'd, 

To enter conquerors. 


By the Engliſh. 


Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your bells, 
King John, your king, and Englaav's, doth ap- 
oach 


* 
Guin of this hot, malicious day : 
Their armours that march d hence, fo fiiver-brigit, 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens blood ; 
There ſtuck no plume in any Engliſh creſt, 
That is removed by a ſtaff of France. 
Our colours do return in thoſe fame hands 
That did difplay them when we firſt march'd forth; 
And like a jolly troop of huntſmen, come 
And luſty Engliſh, all with purple hands, 
Dy'd in the dying ſlaughter of their foes. 


ScEnNE V. A compleat Lady. 


If luſty love ſhould go in queſt of beauty, 
Where tnou'd he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous love ſhould gu in ſ:arch of virtue, 
Where ſnou'd he had it talrer than in Blanch ? 
If love, ambitious ſought a match of birth, 
Whoſe veins bound richer blocd than lady Blanch ? 


Scan 
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Scents VI. Os Commodity, ar Seiſ-Intereft. 


—Rourded is the ear 
With that fame purpoſe changer, that ſiy devil, 
That broker, chat ſtill breaks the pate of faith, 
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all, 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, 
Who having no external thing to loſe 
But the word maid, cheats the poor maid of that; 
That tmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling commodity, 
Commodity, the biaſs of the world, 
The world, whichof itſelt is poiſed well, 
Made to run even, upon even ground ; 
Till this advantage, this vile drawing biaſs, 
This ſway of motion, this commodity, | 
Makes it take head from all indiffereney, | L 
From all direction, pur, ole, courſe, intent, 
And this fame bias, &c. 


IO 13 VV —_ —_ 5 


ACT WH SCENTE L 


Inman Fears. 


Thou f:a!t be puniſh'd for thus fiighting me, 
For I am ſick and capable of fears : 

Oppreis'd with wrorgs, and therefore full of tears; 
A widow, huibardlets, ſubject to fears; #7 
A woman, naturally born to fears : 

And tho? thou row confeſs thou did'ſt but jeſt, 
With my vex'd ſpirits I cannet take a truce, 
But they wilt qual c and trembic all the day. 


T2. ”s 


5 - 


ars; 
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Tokens of Grief, 


What doft thou mean by ſhaking of thy head? 
Why doſt thou look fo fadly on my ton? 
What means that hand upon that breaſt of thine ? 
NAI eye that lamentable rheum, 

ike a proud river peering o'er its bounds ? 
Be theſe fad confirmers of thy words ? 
Then ſpeak again, not all thy forme: tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 


A Mether's Fondneſs for a beautiful Child. 


7.4) If thou, that bid' me be content, wert grim 
Ugly, and fland'rous to thy mother's womb, bun 


e, %c.] So Sesers in his Oediper, fays, 


Why doſt thou fear to ipeak ? Why on cheeks” 
Does thus thy colour come of 4 22 
* 


Art thou thus at a loſs to ſpeak thy purpoſe ? 
Again, 
What 
Thus 
4) If thes, &c. ] 80 in the Unnatural Combat of 


ſather, who was ſtruggling with the viclent and — ee 

| he had conceived for his daughter, obſerves, 
lf thou had'ft been born 

Deform d and crooked in the features of 


» as the manners of thy mi 
5. cy 


— —— —[„ —— ——ͤ— — * — 


33 The Beauties of SuAKESTEAR. 


Full of unpleaſing blots, and ſightleſs tains, 
Lame, fooliſh, crooked, 7 


Patch'd with foul moles, and eye-offending marks; 


I would not care, I then would be content: 
For then I ſhould not love thee: no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deſerve a crown. 
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy! 
(5) Nature and fortune join'd to make thee 
Df nature's gifts thou may ſt with lillics 

roſe. 


And with the half-blown 


G RIE F. 
J will inſtruct my forrows to be proud; 


For grief is proud, and makes the owner ſtout. | 
SCENE 


Moor-lip*d, flat-noe'd, dim-ey'd and beetle-brow'd, 


Wich a dwarf*s ſtaturg to a giant's waift : 


Sour-breath'd, with cfaws for fingers on thy hands, 


Splay-footed, gouty-legg'd, and over all 

A loathſome leproſy had ſpread itſelf, 

And made thee ſhun'd of human fellowſhip:, 
Rather than as now, 

Tho I had drows'd thee for it in the fea) 
Appearing as thou doſt a new Panders, 
With Juns's fair cow-eyes, Minerva's brow, 
Furera”s bluſhing cheeks, Hebe's freſh youth, 
Verst ſoft paps, and 


The laſt lines of Manger are an immediate tranſlation from 
= pretty Greek epigrem, the author of which compares bis mii- 


treſi s eyes to ue, her pape to Ferns", &c. 


— Hens, Mearry, 725 Xepas Afnrne, 
Tus nate Hagins, ra ogupe rng Gerd, &c. 
Ys) Natare, el In the Faaker of Sophecles, it is laid, 


An ihne ap v nig, x4 F ierwy 
Q rere, 1 K 


Piable thy natyrey as thy birth, my ſoo. 


_ 


Thetis filver feet. A& 4. 8. . 
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Scenes II. 5 to Auſtria. 


O Lymoges, O Auſtria ! thou doſt ſhame 

That ſpoil : thou ſlave, thou wretch, thou 
— — » _ 

Thou little valiant, great in vi 
7 hou ever ſtrong upon the ſtronger ſide ; 
Thou fortune's champion, that durſt never fight, 
But when her humorous ladyſhip is by 
To teach thee fafety! thou art perjur d too, 
And footh'd up greatneſs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool, to brag, to ſtamp and ſwear, 
Upon my party; thou cold-blooded flave, 
Haſt thou not {poke like thunder on my fide? 
Been ſworn my ſoldier, bidding me depend 
Upon thy ſtars, thy fortune and thy ſtrengih Z 
And doſt thou now fall over to my foes? 
Thou wear a lion's hide! doff it for ſhame, 
And hang a calve's ſkin on thoſe recreant limbs. 


SCENE V. - The Horrors of a Cmfpiracy: * 


(6) I had a thing to ſay, ——but, let it go: 
The fun is in the heav'n, and the proud day, 


4 


_ 0 hed &e.] The reader cannet but be rack with the yo 
lar ellencies s ſpeech: we into the workings 
; Jobs's troubled foul, while he i po Sts. i 


The iron tongue of midnight hath told elve. 


And the ghoſt in Hemet juſt then ſtalks forth, when Bernards 
giving an account of it comes to 


A moſt beautiful break, and finely imagin d. 


The king, in Beaumont and Fletcler's King and no „ is 
unlike troubled and fearful to diſclofe A. LL - 2 
ſays of him, 

lle has follow'd me 


| Aud the bing fays of himdelE, 


= —— d 
- 45x 
| ">, = r - 
| 
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% 


we 


41782 


„een 


The bell then beating oxe. 


'Thro* twenty rooms, and ever when I ſtay 
To wait's he bluſhes like a girl, 
And looks upon me as if modeſty 

Kept in his buſineſs : ſo turns away from me: 
But if 1 go on, he follows me again. 


I cannot utter it; ſhould I keep 
A breaſt m_— O25 not ſpeak ? 
Darkneſs is in my boſom, and there lie 
A thouſand that cannot brook the light : 
How win thou vez me, when this deed is done, 
that art afraid to let me name it? 4 3. Thot 


And I Ariſe 
IB Tha! 


LILY 
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Aer 

(A paſſion hateful to my purpoſes) 

Or if that thou couldſt ſee me without eyes, 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a conceit alone 

Without eyes, ears, harmful ſoul of words 
Then in deſpight of broad-ey'd watchful day, 
I would into thy boſom pour my 2 
But ah, I will ot... 


Scexz VI. A Mither's Ravings! 


I am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 
My name is Conſtance, I was Geffrey's wife; 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loſt, 

I am net mad: I wonld to heav'n I werel 
For then tis like, I ſhould forget myſelf. 
Oh, if I could, what grief ſhould I forget ! 
Preach ſome philoſophy to make me mad, 


And teaches me to kill or hang myſelf. 

If I were mad, I ſhould forget my ſon, 
Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he: 
I am not mad; too well, too well I feel, 
The diff rent plague of each calamity. 


Apoſtrophe ia Death. 


——Oh! amiable, lovely death; 
Thou odoriferous ſtench, found rottenneis, 
Ariſe forth from thy couch of laſting nizht, 
Thaw hate and terror 3 

K 3 


And 


A yielf ; 
Come grin on me, and I will think thou ſmil'ſt, 
And kits thee as thy wife; miſery's love, 


A Maiber's Grief. 


Father Cardinal, I have heard you ſay, 
That we ſhall fee and know our friends in heav'n ; 
If that be, I ſhall tee my boy again. 
For fince the birth of Cain, the firſt male-child, 
To him that did but yeſterday fuipire, 
There was not fuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 
And chace the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look 2s hollow as a ghoſt ; 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit; 
And fo he'll die; and riſing fo again, 
When I ſhall meet him in the court of heav'n, 
1 mall not know him; therefore, never, never 
Muſt I behold my pretty Arthur more. 
Fand. Y ou hold too heinous a reſpect of grief. 
He talks to me, that never had a 
K. 3 
Con/?. Grief fills the room up of my abſent child, 
E walks up and down with me; 
on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
md woo? ll dis goreions gots; 
ith his form; 


out his vacant 


Fen have Irealon 1s bs fond of gret 


Sean 
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Sczne VIE Deſpondency. 


There's nothing in this world can make me joy; 
(7) Life is as tedious as a twice told tale, 
Vexing the dull car of a drowſy man. 


Departing D\/eaſes. 
Before the curing of a ſtrong diſeaſe, 
Ev'n in the inſtant ot e health, 


The fit is ſtrongeſt: evils that ake leave, 
On their departure, moſt of all ſhew evil. 


Danger lays bold of any Support. 


He that ſtands upon a flipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to ſtay him up. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Arthur's pathetic Speeches to Hubert. 


Methinks, nobody ſhould be fad but I; 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 


(7) Life, &c.] $0 in another part of the play, he ſays, 


This act is as an ancient tale new told, 
And in the laſt repeating troubleſome. 
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Young gentlemen would be as fad as night, 
Only tor wantonneſs. By my Chriſtendom, 
So were I out of prifon and kept ſheep, 

I ſhould be merry as the day is long. 
&- "i PM es A, ai, 09% a 

Have you the heart? when your head did but 
ake, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows; 

(The bett I had, a priacets wrought it me) 

And | did never atk it you again 

And with ray had a: midnight held your head; 
And, like the warc ful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheor's up the heavy time; 

Saying, what lack you, and where lies your grief ? 
Orc what good love may I perform for you? 
Many a poor man's {on would have lain ſtill, 

And neter have ſpoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your ſick ſervice had a prince. 

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love, 
Ard call it cunning. Do, aa if you will: 

If heav'n be pleas'd that you muſt uſe me ill, 

Why then you muſt —Will you put out mine 

eyes? 
Theſe eyes that never did, nor never ſhall, 


So much as frown on you.—— 
* * SS * * 3 = . 


Alas, what need you be ſo boiſt”rous rough ? 
I will not ſtruggle, I will ſtand ftone- ſtill. 
For heaven's fake, Hubert, let me not be bound, 
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive theſe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb. 
I will not ſtir nor wince, nor ſpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruſt but theſe men away, and Pll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to; 
Is there no cemedy ? 


Hub. 


Hub. None but to loſe eyes. 
Art. O heav'n ! that EE UN bor 6 mod be 
yours, 
A grain, aduft, a , a wand'ring hair, 
ren 5 — 
there, 
Your vile intent muſt needs ſeem horrible. 


SEN UH To ad un Nrſection, ſuperflu- 
ous, and ſuſpicions. 


To gild refined gold, to paint the lilly * 
To throw a on the violet, 
To ſmooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rain-bow, or with taper light 


To ſeek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garnich, 
Is waſteful and ridiculous exceſs. 


„ ki * 2&6 AE $9 MN RS... 


In this the antique and well-noted face 

Of plain old form is much disfigured: 

like a ſhifted wind unto a fail, 

It makes the courſe of thoughts to fetch about; 
Startles and frights conſideration ; 

Makes found opinion ſick, and truth ſuſpeQed, 
For putting on fo new a faſhion'd robe. 


Miurderer's Look. 
This is the man ſhou'd do the bloody deed; 
The i of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye: that cloſe aſpect of his 
Does ſhew the mood of a much troubled breaft. 


| Struggling 
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Struggling Conference. 
The colour of the king doth come and go, 


Between his purpoſe and his conſcience, 
Like heralds *twixt two dreadful battles tent ; 
His paſſion is io ripe, it needs muſt break. 


Scent IV. Newws-Tellers on th: Death of 
Arthur. 


Old men and beldams, in the ſtreets, 

prophecy upon it dangerouſly: 

Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths ; 

And, when they talk cf him, they ſhake their 
heads 

And whiſper one another in the car, 

And he that ſpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wriſt, 

Whilſt he that hears makes fearful action; ; 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling (8) 


es, 

een thus, 
The whilſt his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth, ſwallowing a taylor's news, 
Who, with his ſhears and meaſure in his hand, 

ing on ſlippers, which his nimble haſte 
Had y thruft upon contrary feet, And a 
Told of a many thouſand warlike French, Xter e 
That were embatteled and rank'd in Kent. 
Another lean, unwaſh'd artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 


Kings 
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229 and baftily exe- 


Y It is the curſe of kings, to be attended 
By flaves that take their humours for a warrant, 
To break into the bloody houſe of life: 

And, on the winking of authority, 

To underftand a law, to «now a meaning 

Of dang'rous majeſty, when perchance, it frowas 
More upon humour, than advis'd reſpect. 


A Villain's Look, and wicked Zeal. 


How oft the fight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds ill done? For had'ſt not thou been by, 
A fellow, by the hand of nature mark'd, 


Quoted and fign'd to do a deed of ſhame, 
This murther had not come into my mind. 
Had'ſ thou but ſhook thy head, or made a pauſe, 


(8) It , Kc. ] So the kiog, in £ King ad ne King, obſerves, 


Tf there were no ſuch inſtruments as thou, 

We kings could never att ſuch wicked deeds ; 
Seek out a man that mock« divinity, 

That breaks each precept both of God and man, 
And nature's too, and does it without luſt, 
Merely becauſe it is 2 law, and good, 

And live with him; for him thou can' not ſpoil. 


And 3 little before, he ſpeaks of Beſſas, as the moſt horrid object, 
ter conſenting to his wicked propoſal. 


But thou "| tome after thy grant, 

The ugliett, loathed deteſtable thing, 

That I have met with: thou haft eyes 

Like flames of ſulphur, which methinks do dart 
Infection on me; and thou haſt z mouth 

Enough to take me in, where thece does ſtand | 
Four rows of iron tet. A& 3, the end. 


When 
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When | ſpake darkly what I purpoſed ; 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 

Or bid me tell my tale in expreſs words ; 

an had ſtruck me dumb, made me break 

Ard thoſe thy fears might have wrought fears in 
me. 


Scrxe VL. HYPOCRISY. 


Truft not thoſe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without ſuch rheum ; 
And he leng ti aded in it, makes it ſeem 
Like rivers of remorſe and inne cence. 


Scent VIE DES PAIX. 


(000 If chou did'ſt but conſent 
To this moſt cruel act, do but deſpair, 

And if thou want' ſt a cord, the ſmalleſt thread, 
That ever ſpider twiſted ftom her wornb, An 
Will arargle thee : a ruſh will be a beam Anc 
To hang thee on: or wouldft thou crown thyſelf, Th 
Put but a little water in a f Sou 
And it ſha!l be as all the ocean, 
Enough to ſtifle ſuch a villain up. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


A Man's Tears. 


Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That ſilverly doth progreſs on thy cheeks. 


 (s) If then, &c.] Soin the Winter's tale. Pauline tells the 


= and nothing 
| 6— * 
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My heart hath melted at 
r 
But this effuſion of ſuch drops, 
4 This ſhow'r, blown up by tem, eſt of the ſo 
Startles mine eyes, | 


SEN I. DRUMS. 


if, 
SCENE IX. The Approach of Death. 
It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touch'd brain, 
Is the 
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Madneſs, occafioned by Poiſon. 


(10) Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room, 
Tt would not out at windows, nor at doors. 


merry, &c.] In the Falentinian of Beaumont and 
nat 8 —— 


hells, an hundred piles 
Already to my funeral are flaming, 
n 
Like 
But far more terrible and full of er, 
F th" midf#} of all my fire, III fire empire: 
A thouſand fans, a thouſand fans to cool me: 
Invite the gentle winde, Endexia. 


A thouſand April ſhowers fall in my boſom ; 
How dare ye let me be tormented thus? Ee. 
See Ad g. S. 2, 


But in another play of cheirs A wife for.a month, is 2 poiſon- 
ing ſcene, which better deſerves to be compar'd with this of our 
author, and which Mr. Seward obſerves, every reader of taſte 
will acknowledge fuperior to it. Aſphonſe, long a prey to me- 
lancholy, is poiſoned with a hot, burning -potion, and in the 
Ai of is tortures, raves thus. 


Give rae more air, more air, air: blow, blow, blow, 


1 
1 
1 
U 
D 


The Life and Death of King Johti: xt 
There is ſo hot'a ſummer in my boſom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duſt : 
I am a ſcribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment, and againſt this fire 
Do l ſhrink up. 
Poiſon' d, ill fare ! dead, forfook, caſt off; 


The cold, cold ſprings, that I may leap into 


1 And bathe my ſcorch'd limbs in their 

- Or ſhoot me into the higher region, 

Where treaſure of delicious ſnow are nouriſh'd, 
And banquets of ſweet hail. 


. 


To 


$7 N 


1 
5 


he O, carry me 
A 


Tb e 


5 

[ter 
1247 
12 


"Twixt the cold beart, far from the raging liong 
Vas read, (before correfted by Mr. Seward.) 
2 
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And none of you will bid the winter come 
en. 
Nor s rivers take their 

* burn'd boſom : nor intreat the north 
To 


my burn 
And comfort me with cold. * 


Scene X. England, invincible, if unanimous. 


at a conqueror, 
Bat when i firſ firſt did help to wound itſelf. 
Now theſe her princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms; 


Lye 


And we ſhall ſhock them. ——Nought ſhall make 
us rue, 
if England to itſelf do reſt but true. 


38 


8 8 


Frs! 


my 
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[L mg J 
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drr *** 
Julius Cæſar. 
ACT I. SCENE m. 
PATRIOTISM. 
HAT is it, that n impart 


to me? 

If it be aught towards the good, 

Set honour in one eye, and death i the others. 
And I will look on both indifferently : 

For let the Gods fo ſpeed me, as _ 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 


(1) 


(+) Phat, 6, l to his ſtoic character, does 
here ? Cicero de fin, lit. 26. Quid 
2 1 ad ercurrit, ut 
indiſſerens em, One of the great di of things among the 
ſloĩcs was into goed, bad, — 2 virt ue, and — * par- 
took of virtue, was gend vice, bad dut what partook 
virtue, nor vice, being not in our 3 ſuch 
a: honour, wealth, death, Cc. 4 * of "theſe ent things, 
ſome might be eſteemed more than others; as here Brutus 
I hve the name of honzer, mere than I fear death. Sce Cicers de 
iii. 18. 16. The ſtoics never deſtroyed choice among 
things, — This being premiſed, let us fee Brutus 's ſpe 


+ It ic be auzht (lay, he)towards the general good, (po: 
Te a 2e e, un een a {kate whole, = 


weigh cooking : 


things of ent nature: . — 

that of th — . —— . 
— andids 1 the ve y name of honour | loy 

L tear ” Uptan's Obſervations on » P 314. 


L 3 Caſſius, 
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wo REESTEZZE 842442. 


fo were you; 
We both have fed as well; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as well as he. 


Caſlius, i= Contempt of Cæſar. 


1 was born free as Cæſar, 
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Bru. Another general ſhout ! 

] do believe that theſe are 

For ſome new honours that are heap'd on Cæſar. 
C. . he doth beſtride the narrow 

wor 

Like a Coloſſus; and we petty men 

r and peep about 

Ju find ourſelves graves. 

Men at ſome times are maſters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars. 

But in ourſclves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Czar l what ſhould be in that Cæſar 

Why ſhould that name be founded more than yours? 

Write them together; yours is as fair a name: 

Sound them, it doth: become the mouth as well; 

Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with em, 

Brutus will tart a ſpirit as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Cæſar feed, 

That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd : 

Rome, hes hat Jol the breed of noble bloods. 

When went there by an age, fince the great flood, 

But it was fam'd with more than with one man? 

When could they fay, till now, and talk'd of Rome, 

That her wide walls encompaſs d but one man? 


SCENE IV. Cafar's Diſlike Caſſius. 


Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not: . 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 

I do not know the man I ſhould avoid, 

So ſoon as that ſpare Caſſius. He reads much; 

He is a great obſerver ; and he looks 

Quite through the deeds of men. He love no plays, 


As 


WH» AH,» Hmm 


on ASTON 82 


(4 


that 
not a 
there 
boet) 
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As thou doſt, Antony; (4) he hears no muſic: 
Seldom be ſmiles ; and ſmiles in ſuch a fort, 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn d his ſpirit, 

That could be mov'd to ſmile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's caſe, 
Whilſt they behold a greater than themſelves ; 
And therefore are they 


SIN VII Spirit — 


„ 


I know, where I will wear this dagger, then: 
bondage will deliver Caſſius. 


f 


Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moſt 
_frrong ; 

er do defeat: 

Nor a: 

Can 

But 


+ 


] 


7 
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ACTHE SCENEL. 
Ambition, covered with ſpecious Humility. 


But *tis a common proof, 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber upward turns his face ; 
But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 
err 
Looks in the clouds, ſcorning degrees 
By which he did aſcend. 


Conſpiracy, dreadful till executed. 


) Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
the firſt motion, all the interim is 


And 


Like 


Jr: 


POLOS IPC” MM» 


Hirten 


75 


£2 


empire being concerned ia the firſt, and 
5 auxiliary troops in the other) Mr. Addifes 
iety bring in that magnificent ci 
% — 


For kingdoms, in the poetical theology beſide their god, have 
their evil geniuſes likewiſe, repreſented here with the moſt daring 
ſtretch of fancy, as fitting in council with the conſpirators, whom 
he calls the mortal inffruments, But this would have been too 
great an us to the rape and deſertion of Syphax and Sem 
Ws, „ the other thing very cbſervable is, that Mr. 
Addiſon was fo warm' d and affected with (he fire of Shakeſpear's 
deſcription, that inſtead of copying his author's ſeatiments, he 
has, go 7 us only the image of his owg 
expreſſions, on the reading his great original, For 


Oh, 'tis a dreadful interval of time 
Fils up with horror all, and big with death. 


Are not the aſfeQions rais'd by ſuch forcible images as theſe, 


All the interim is 
Like a phantaſma, or a hideous dream. 
The ſt at e of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, ſuffers then 
The nature of an infur;<fion. 


Comparing the mind of a conſpirator to an anarchy, is juſt 
1 2 the interim to 2 8 
thing in is fo wonderfully natural, and lays the human foul fo 
open, that one cannot but be ſurpriz'd, that any poet, who had 
not himſelf been forme time or other ergaged in a confpiracy, 
could ever have gives ſuch force of colouring to truth and nature, 


C O N- 


| 
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CONSPIRACY 


conſpiracy ! 

Sham'ft thou to ſhew thy . 
When evils are moſt 12.7 Fa b. wo 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark 
To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? Seek none, con- 


Hide it in ſmiles and affability : 
— init we thy native ſemblance on, 


Gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfelly ; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a carcaſs fit for hounds. 
And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 
tir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 
And after ſeem to chide them. 


SLEEP 


+ Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of ſlumber : 
Thou haſt no figures nor no fantaſies, 
Which bufy care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found. 


(6) Farb, ] 4. e. walk; he make: u ve:b of the fubſtantive, 
Which is ve: y coramon with him. 


F Sce p. 21. of this volume. 


SCENE 


uigies fi 


Julius Ceſar: 


— 
ia's Speech 

ENE III. Portia 

Sc 


* 


ſuddenly aroſe and walk'd 
You 
Muſing and 


You've — Satan, . 
Stole 14. oe a+ op oily upper, 
_ —— 2 
with 2 
S looks 
. ID 
17 mpatientl — \ 5 — 
te 4 anſwer 
And too i yet you oh your has 
Yet I inſiſted, — — : 
Gave fn for me 10 leave you: OM 
Fea _ — 
v ſeem d too — 
Hoping was but an of — lp man, 
not ſo mi > = 
pops og) _ _ 
* Brutus. d 
12 you Bras 
I ſhould know Dear 
Make me acquainted cauſe of grief. 


phurn on 10 

I Cæſar, 

R — Night before bis Death. 

SCENE | 4 . 
212 

Yet no 


agreeably entertained, to the 
if he turns 

volume. 

EDT . 

* The reader 


'gies 


{Befides 
M 

E Vor. IL 
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{Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen) 
Recounts moſt horrid fights ſeen by the watch. 
A lioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets, 
And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead, 
Fierce ftery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood the capitol : 
nd rye battle hurtled in the air; 
neigh, and d men did groan ; 

And ghoſts Te. 21 about the greets, 
O Czfar! theſe things are beyond all uſe, 
And I do fear them. 

Cf. What can be avoided, 
Whoſe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Cæſar ſhall go forth: for theſe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cæſar. 

Lal. When beggars die, there are no comets ſeen; 
The heav'ns themſelves blaze forth the death of 


princes. 


Againſt the Fear of Death. 


Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never taſte of death but once : 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It ſeems to me moſt ſtrange, that men ſhould fear : 
(7) Seeing that death, a neceſſary end, 
Will come, when it "will come. 


Seeing, &c 
#7) The —. of life is limited, 
Ne may a man prolong nor ſhorten it, 
The ſoldier may not move from watchful fted, 
Wor leave bis ſtand until bis captaine bed. Spenſer. 


* 4 
*s - 


* DANGER. 


Julius Cæſar. 


DANGER 


Danger knows full well, 
That Czlar is more dangerous that he. 
(8) We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible. 


Scexs VII. ENV. 


(9) My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out cf the tecth of emulation. 


ACT WM SCENE IL 


Antony to the Corps Cæſar. 


o, mighty Cafar, doſt thou lie ſo low ? 


Are all thy conqueſts, glories, triumphs, ſpoils 
Shrunk to this little meaſure ? fare thee well. 


His Addreſs 19 the Conſpirators. 


I know not, „what you intend ; 
Wc elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank. 
If I myſelf, there is no hour fo fit 
As Cæſar's deaths hour; nor no inſtrument 


(8) We are, &c.)] The old folios read Hee heare, which Mr. 


Theebald, ingeniouſſy enough, altered to we were ; 
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Of half that worth, as thoſe your ſwords made l 
rich 

Wich the moſt noble blood of all this world. 8 

If 


I do beſeech you, if you bear me hard, 

Now whilſt j our fury-led hands do reek and ſmoke, 
Fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thoufand years, de 
1 ſhall not find myſelf ſo apt to die. w 
No place will pleaſe me fo, no means of death it 
As here by Cæſar, and by you cut off, g 
The choice and maſter ſpirits of the age. 


Scenes IV. REVENGE. 


(10) Czfar's ſpirit, ranging for , 
With Ate by his fide, come hot from b 
Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry havoc, and let flip the dogs of war. 


Scznz V. Brutus's Speech to the Perple. 8 
If there be any in this aſſembly, any dear friend 
of Czfar's, to him I fay, that Brutus's love to F 


err 


"Fix not your empire 
Upon the tomb ef him, will make all Egypt: 
Whole warlike will raiſe ten thouſand ſpirits, 


4 5 S8. 
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Caeſar was no leſs than his. If then that friend de- 
mand, why Brutus roſe againft Czfar, this is m 
anſwer ; not that I lov'd Cæſar lefs, but that 
lov'd Rome more. Had you rather Cæſar were 
living, and die all ſlaves; than that Czfar were 
dead to live all free-men? As Cæſar lov'd me, I 
weep for him; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at 
it; as he was valiant, I honour him; bat as he 
was ambitious, I flew him. There are tears for 
his love, joy for his fortune, honour for hi; valcur, 
and death for his ambition. Who's here fo baſe, 
that would be a bond-man? If any, ſpeak, for 
him have I offended. Who is here to rude, that 
would not be a Roman ? If any, ſpeak ; for him 
have I offended. W ho is here ſo vile, that will not 
love his country ? If any ſpeak ; for him have I. 
oJended. ——- 


Scene VI. Antoay's Funzral Oration. 
Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your” 


ears 3 | 
I come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 
The evil that men do, lives after them ; 
The good is oft interred with their bones; 
So let it be with Czfar l noble Brutus 
Hath told you Czfar was ambitious ; . 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fault; 
And grievoully hath Cæſar anſwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft, . 
(For Brutus is an honourable man. 
So are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to ſpeak in Cæſar's funeral. 
He was my friend, faithful and juſt to mz; 
But Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, . 
And Brutus is an —_ ' naa. 

3 


% 
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He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers fill; 
Did this in Cæſar ſeem ambitious ? 


When that the hath cry'd, Cæſar hath 4 
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did fee, that on the 
I thrice preſented him a kingly crown, 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, 
Ard, fure he is an honourable man. 
I ipeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke ; 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 
What cauſe with-holds you then to mourn for him? 
O judgment? thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 
And men have loſt their reaſon. —— Bear with me. 
My heart is in the coffin there with Cæſar, 
AndI muſt pauſe till it come back to me. 

* * * * * * 9 0 


* 


ads kt 


Wy Yi... Wt 


2 


822 


But yeſterday the word of Cæſar might 
Have againſt the world; now lies he there, 
And none fo poor to do him reverence. 
O maſters ! if I were difpos's to ſtir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Caſſius wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. 
— uy + wrong; I rather chuſe 

o wro , tow ſelf and | 
Then I old venus trek henttatlls wan. FN 
But here's a parchment with the ſeal of Czfar ; 
I found it in his cloſet, tis his will; 
Let but the commons hear this teſtament, 


hich, pardon me, I do 
Ang they would — tile dead Crfar's wounds; Th 
Aud dp ther nopkig 


ins in his Lo. 
ak Yes 
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Yea, beg a hair of him for 
And dying, mention it within their Wills, 


4 Hel. We'll hear the Will; read it, Mack An- 
tony. 
Aa The Wil; z the Will: we will heat Czfar's 
| | 
Ant. _ patience, gentle friends, I mult not 
it; 

It is not meet you know how Cæſar lov'd you; 

You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men; 

And, being men, hearing the will of Cæſar, 

It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 

"Tis good you know not, that you arc his heirs 3 

For it you ſhould—O what would come ct it ? 

4 Pleb. Road the will, we will hear ii, Antony: 

You ſhail read us the will, Czfar's will. 

Ant. W ill you be patient? will you ftay a while? 

{I have o'er-ſhot myſelf, to tell you of it.) 

I fear I wrong the ponourable men, 

Whoſe daggers have ſtabb'd Cæſar -I do fear it. + 
4 P!-b. They were traitors—honourable men! 
All. The will! the teſtament ! 

Ant. Lou will compel me then to read the will ! 

Then make a ring about the corps of Cæſar, 

And let m hew you him that made the will. 

Shall I dece , and will you give me leave? 

All. Cora corn, 

2. Pleb. : )2icend. 

Ant. If you have Linde boa wr ded 4 

You all do know this mantle ; I remember, 

The fir time ever Cæſar put it on; 

"Twas on a furmer's in his tent, 

That / he overcame the Nervii— 


Lok! ia this place, ran Cad — 
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See what a rent the envious Caſca made. 
Through this, the well-bzloved Brutus ſtabb'd, 
Ard as he piuck d his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark, how the blood of Czfar follow'd it! 
As ruthing out of doors, to be re{ol''d, 
If Brutus o unkindly knock'sd or no; 
For Brutus, as vou know, was Cœiar's angel. 
Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Czfar lov'd him; 
This, this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 
For, when the noble Cæœlar faw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude more frog than travtors arms, 
Quite v anquiſh d him; then burſt his mighty heart; 
Ard in (i this mint muffling up his face, 
Even at the baie of DPorapey*s ſtatue, 
(Which ail the while ran blood) great Cæſar fell. 
O what a fan was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I and you, and ail of us fell down : 
Whilt blocey trcaſon flouriſnh'd over us. 
O now you cep: and I perceive you feel 
The dint of pity; cheſe are gracious drops. 
Kind ſouls! what, weep you, when you but behold 
Our Czfar's veſture wounded? look you here! 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you fee, by traitors. 

1 Pleb. O pitcous ſpectacle! 

2 Fleb. We will be reveng' d; revenge; about 
ſeek—burn— fire — kill— flap! let not a traitor live. 


Ant. Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not 


ſtir you up 
To ſuch a ſudden flood of mutiny: 
They, that have done this deed, are honourable, 
And will, no doubt, with realons anſwer you. 
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts; 
I am no orator, as Brutus is; 


(11) This], Upton vulg. his. „The action and the 


emphaſis 
is highly improved by this ea . The reader may ſee 
a ſevere comment on a note of Mr. arburton's, concerning this 


mant ſe in the 14th page of the picface to Lu obſervations 


But 


ya Jooke/pear, 


ale 


a And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
, Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Czfar, that ſhould move 


The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny. 
ACT NM. SCENE I. 


- Ceremony infincere. 
Aver note, Lucilius, 


ir 
8 
7 
ri 
4 
; 
4 
Z 


| You 
(13) That, &c.] I ſhall not uſe any apology for quoting this 
celebrated ſcene entire; ſince te have taken any particular paſſa- 
| des, 


E 
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You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 

For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 

Wherein, my letter (praying on his fide, 

Becauſe I knew the man) was lighted of. 
Bru. You wrong'd yourſelf to write in fuch a 

caſe. 

Caf. In fuch a time as this it is not meet 

That (14) ev'ry nice offence ſhould bear its com- 


tes from it would have ſpoilt the beauty of the whole: Its er- 
cellence is fo generally known, and ſo greatly admired, that 
there remains little to be ſaid concerning it: There is a famons 
ſcene of the like kind between Agamemnan and Menclaus, in the 
Ipkigenia in Au of Zuripides, which Mr. Dryden judges inferior 
to this; the reader may ſee what Fe ſays upon this head in his 
| pre'ace to Trau and Crefſida, in which he himſelf has intro- 
duced a ſimilar ſcene: Beaument and Fletcher, charmed, I fep- 
e, With the applauſe our author met with for this ſcene, 
which we find particularly commended in ſome verſes prefix 
to the firſt folic impreſſion of his works, 


O- till Lhear a ſcene more nably take, 
Thaa what thy hali-ſwo. d parlying Remax make) 


They, I ſay, have endeavoured to imitate him, but with their 
ulual ſacceſs, in the Afaid"s Tragedy, where ** two virtuous 
perſons, as here and in Ezripides, raiſed by natural degrees to 
the extremity of paſſion, are conducted to the declination of that 
paſſion, and conc/ude with the warm renewing of their friend- 
| ſhip. See the Maid Tragedy, A& 3. Mr. Gilli in his re- 
maike on Shakeſpear's wol ke, at the end of his poems, has tranſ- 
lated the quarreiling ſcene from Euripides, in which, if a | cm 
deal of the fpirit has ted, the reader will yet in lome 


meaſure be able ta judge of its merits. See Shakeſpear's poems, 
S:wel's edit. p. 388. | 


(14) Ez*'ry nice, Se.] This may be well underſtood and ex- 
Pia ned by every /:z4t or tiifling offence; but I am to imagine the 


author gave it, | 
That every cffence ſhould bear nice comment. 


Tt was fo eaſy for the word nice to have been removed from its 
oper place: his comment is in the folio, which ſkews there is 
thing wrong; and the metre by this reading is as perfect, 

na more {c, than by the other. 
Bru. 


= as wot 


209822880 


' 
uy 2 i 
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Bru. Vet let me tell you, Caſſius you yourſelf 
Are much condema'd to have an itching palm; 

To fell, and mart your offices for gold, 
To undefcrvers. 

C. I an itching palm? 
You know that you are Brutus that ſpeak this; 
Or, by the Gods, this ſpeech were elie your laſt. 

Nu. The name of Caſſius honours this corruption 
And chaſtiſement doth therefore hide its head. 

Caſ. Chaſtiſement ! 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March re- 

member. | 
Did not Julius bleed for juſtice ſake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtub, 
And not for juſtice? What? ſhall one of us, 
"That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers; ſhall we now, 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ? 
And fell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
For ſo much traſh as may be graſped thus? 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 


wY Than ſuch a Roman. 

Tr) Caf. Brutus, bay not me, 

on FIl not endure it; you forget yourſeli, 

— * To hedge me in; I am a foldier, I, 

re- Older in practice, abler than yourſelt 

— To make conditions. 

cn Bru. Go to; you are not, (15) Cafius. 

ems, 4 
z) Tow are nit, Cafe.] See Mr. Wars 's 

4— A a <a LS his — of Coiticifen, — 


93, obſerves thue, If Mr, Marl urten had not been giddy with 
his ideas of b-avery, difintereſtedneſs, philoſophy, honour, aue 
patiintifm, which have nothing to do here, he world have ſeen, 
that Cafftus is the vocative caſe, not the nominative;, and that 
Brutus does not mean to ſav, yu are nit an able ſaldier; but he 
ſays, y:w are not an abler then I, a point which it was far from 
being beneath his character to inſiſt on. 

If the words, you cre not, Caſſius, meant a new imputation on 
kim for degeneracy, his meie denial of it is very flat, and Brutus 
Bru. a replying 


ere 1s 
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Caf. I am. 
Bru. I fay, you are not. 
Caf. Urge me no more, I ſhall forget myſelf — 
Have mind upon your health--tempt me no farther. 
Bru. Away, flight man. 
Caf. Is't poſſible? 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler ? 


"of Op! y when a mad man ſtares ? 


Caf. O IF 
Bru. All this! ay more. Fret till your proud 
heart breaks; 


ſpleen, 
plit you. For, from this day forth 
_ Pl uſe you for my mirth, yea, for — 


When you are 
Caf. Is it come to this? 
Bru. Y ou ſay, you are a better ſoldier; 
Let it appear ſoz make your vaunting true, 
And it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
I ſhall be glad to learn of noble men. 


1 for it, is ſtill worſe: whereas, 
if the words mean only a denial of what Caffizs had juſt fai 
it is natural enough for each of them to maintain bis ground, 
23 confident aſſert ion of the truth of his opinion. And that 
ſuperiority of foldierſhip was the point of their diſpute, is 
manifeſtly evident; by Brut reſuming it à little lower, 


You ſay you are a better foldier, Ec. 


hy, which Caſſius anſwers. 

ou wreo 4 $ | 

22 
Caf. 


Did I fay better ? 


Ca 
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i 
tus; 
I ſaid, an elder foldier, not a better. 
Did I fay, better ? — 
Bru. If you did, I care not. 
Caſ. When Cæſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have 
mov*'d me. 


Bru. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tempt- 
ed him. 


Caf. I durſt not ?— 

Bru. No. 

Caf. What? durſt not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life you durſt not. 

Caf. Do not preſume too much upon my love: 
I may do that, I ſhall be ſorry for. 
Bru. You have done that you ſhould be ſorry for. 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; 
For I am arm'd fo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I re/pe& not. I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
For I can raiſe no money by vile means; 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my blood for drachmas, (16) than to wring 
From the hard hands of peaſants their vile traſh, 
By any yn vp — mc 
To you to pay my legions, 
Which — af capes done like Caſſius? 
Should I have anſwer'd Caius Caflius io ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 
To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends, 


{ 16) Than to ring, &e.] This inimitable paſſage is not only 
highly in character, but as Mr. #ar5urton has obſerved, is molt 
h:pptly expreſſed. To wring implies both to ger anfaſtiy, and 
to uſe ferce in getting e and hard hands ſignify both the peaſun's 
grent labour and pains in 2cquiring, and El. great par illia nels 
do quit his hol.“ 


Yor, II. N Ee 
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Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolts, 

Daſh him to pieces 
Caf. I deny'd you not. 

Bru. You did. 
Caf. I did not—he was but a fool, 

That brought my anſwer back.—Brutus hath riv'd 

my heart. 

A friend ſhould bear a friend's infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 
Bru. | do not, till you practiſe them on me. 
Caf. You love me not. 

Bru. I do not like vour faults. 
Caf. A friendly eye could never fee ſuch faults. 

For Caſſius is a weary of the world: 

Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 

Check'd like a bond-man : all his faults obſerv' d: 

Set in a note-book, learn'd and cun'd by rote, 

To caſt into my teeth. Ol could weep 

My fpirit from mine eyes—There is my dagger, 

And here my naked breaft—witiin, a kcart 

Dearer than Plutus's mine, richer than gold; 

If that thou beeſt a Roman, take it forth. 

I that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart; 

Strike, as thou did'ſt at Czfar ; for I know, | 

When thou didft hatc him worft, thou lovd'ſt him 

beiter 

Than ever thou lov'dſt Caſſius. 

Bru. Sheath your dagger; 

Be angry when you will, it ſhall have ſcope ; 

Do what you will, diſhonour ſhall be humour. 

O Caſkus, you are yoked with a lamb, 

That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 

Who much enforced, ſhews a haſty ſpark, 

And ſtrait is cold again. 

Caſ. Hath Caſſius hv'd 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief and blood ill-temper'd vexeth oy,» 
u. 
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Nu. When I ſpoke that, I was ill-temper's too. 

Ca}. Do you contels io much? Give me your 

hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. Emtracing* 

Caf. O Brutus 

Bru. What's the matter ? 

Caf. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Les, Caſſius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-earnett with your Brutus, 


He'il think our mother chides, and leave you fo. 
* * * * * * . * * * 


Prey. O Caſſius, I am ſick of many griefs. 
Caf. Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, 
If vou give place to accidental evils. 
Bru. No man bears ſorrow better—Porcia's dead. 
Caf. Ha! Porcia ! 
Bru. She is dead. 
Caf. How *ſcap'd I killing, when Icroſt you ſo t 
O inſupportable and touching loſs ! 
Upon what ſickneſs? 
Bru. Tmpatieat of my abſence ; 
| And grief, that young Octavius with Mark 
= Have made themſelves fo ftrong : (for with her 
death 
That tidings came) (with this ſhe fell diftraQ, 
And (her attendants abſent) ſwallow'd fire. 
Caf. And dy d ſo? 
Bru. Even ſo. 
Caf. O ye immortal Gods ! 


Enter boy «ith wine and tapers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her ; give me a bowl of 
wine. [ Drinks» 


N 2 | Caf - 
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Caf. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge. 
Fill, Lucius, *till the wine o'er-fwell the cup; 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus love. 


SCENE V. Opportunity to be ſeiz'd on all Af- 


fairs. 


There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. 

On ſuch a full ſea are we now a- float: 
And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, 
Or loſe our ventures. 


ACT V. SCENE IL 
The Parting of Brutus and Caſſius. 


Bru. No, Caffius, zo; think not, thou noble 
| Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome ; 

He bears too great a mind. But this ſame day 
Muſt end that work the ides of March began; 
And, whether we ſhall meet again, I know not ; 


Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus 
If we do meet again, we'll ſmile indeed: | 
If not, tis true, this parting was well made. 

2 then, lead on. O, that a man might 

Ww | 
The end of this day's buſineſs ere it come 


But 
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But it ſufficeth, that the day will end; 


And then the end is known. 


Melancholy, the Parent of Error. 


Oh, hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why doſt thou ſhew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not? error, ſoon conceiv'd, 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy birth, 
But kill the mother that engender'd thee. 


Antony's Character of Brutus. 


This was the nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the conſpirators, fave only he, 
Did, that they did, in envy of great Czfar : 
He, only, in a general honeſt thought, 
And common good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mixt in him, that nature might ſtand up, 
And fay to all the world; This was a man!” 


* Tt may perhaps be needleſs to inform the reader, that the 
duke of Buckingham, diſpleas'd with what the critics eſteem fo 
great à fault in this play, the death of Julia Ceſar, in the 
third act, hath made two * of it; but I am afraid the lovers 
of Shakeſpear will be apt to place that nobleman's performance 
on a level with the reſt of thoſe who have attempted to alter, 


or amend & . 


N 3 ; 
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e 
King Leak. 
ACTI SCENE II. 
An alienated Child. 


BASTARDY. 


Thou, nature, art my goddeſs; to thy law 
My ſervices are bound; Harl 


Stand 


1 &c.] The reader wil 
4 * 1 r will do well to obſerve, Shakeſpear 


kes his charaQters in king Lear ſtriQly conformable to the 
religion r times: the not attending ſufficiently to this, 
hath occafioned ſome cricics greatl; wo err in their remarks on 


1 &c.] The beferd is here complaining of th 

i ; TP 

$3ragwy of cuſtow, aud produces two inſtances, — 
| ad 


= AM. bo A&A i. nd Ad tot toned 


ZS. PES ET >o7igpoarnos rr rr 


With baſe ? with baſencſs ? 

(3) Who, in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take 
More compoſition and fierce quality, 

Than doth within a dull, ftale, tired bed, 
Go to creating a whole tribe of fops, 

(4) Got *'tween aſleep and wake ? 


SCENE 


and opprefſian of it; the fiſt, in the caſe of elder brothers; the 
ſecond, of baſtards. With regard to the firſt, we are to ſuppoſe 
him ſpeaking of himfſelt only as an objector, making the caſe his 
own, according to « common manner of arguing: **Wherefore, 
ſays he, ſhould I (or any man) ſtand in [within] the plague [the 
puniſhment or ſcourge] of cuſtom, why ſhould | continue in its 
oppreſſive power, and permit the courteſy of nations to deprive 
me, to fake aa rob, and injure me, becauſe, Cc. 

(3) I, &c.] Mr. Warburton quotes a paſſage here, well 
worth remarking—“ How much the lines following this are in 
character, ſa ll. eas tothe by that monſtrous wiſh of Fa. 
nini, the haben atheiſt, in his tract, De admirandis nature regi- 
14 mortalium arcanis, printed at Paris 1616, the very 
year our — died. O utinam extra legitimum & connubialem 
thorum e procreatus! Ita enim p: ogenitores mei in venerim 
incaluiſſent ardentius, accumulatim ef a1img ;, generzſa ſemina con- 
tuliſſent, e quibus ego forme blanditiam, ac elegantiam, robuſ- 
tas corporis vices, mentemque innubilam conſequut us fuiſſem. 
At quia comupatorum ſuum ſab alen his orbatus ſum b:1is, Had the 
book been publiſhed but ten or twenty years ſocner, who would 
not have believ'd that Shakeſpear alluded tothis paſſage ? But the 
divinity of hi- genius foretold, as it were, what ſuch an atheiſt 
as Vanins would ſay, when he wrote upon fuch a ſubjeQ.” 

I have forborn giving 4 tranſlation of the Latrz, becauſe 
Shakeſpear's words are a fine paraphraſe of it, and becauſe it per- 
haps is not proper for all ears: but if, ſuppoſing Janiai had wrote 
firſt, we have imagined, Shale per alluded to him; why 
we not, as it is, believe Yanini alluded to Shakeſpear. 

4) Got "tween fleep and wake.) This reading runs thro” all the 
editions, and is indeed very plauſible: tho” it ſeems to me, the 
Paſſage originally ſtood, Got atween fleep and wake, The & 


might 
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Scene VIII. Aſtrology ridicul d. 


(5) This is the excellent foppery of the world, 
that when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſur- 
feits of our own behaviour) we make guilty of 
our diſaſters, the ſun, the moon and ſtars ; as if we 
were villains on neceſſity, fools, by heavenly com- 
pulſion; knaves, thieves, and treacherous, by 
tpherical predominance ; drunkards, ly ars and adul- 
terers, by an inforced obedience of planetary influ- 
ence; all that we are evil in, by a divine thruit- 
ing on. An admirable evaſion of whore-maſter 
man, to lay his goatiſh diipoſition on the charge 
of a ſtar! my father compounded with my mother 
under the dragon's tail, and my nativity was under 
Urſa major; fo that it follows, I am rough and 


might very eaſily have been fo tranſpoſed, and atween is very 
common with all the old writers down to, and below our author. 

(5) This, &] Aſtrology was in much higher credit in our 
author's time than in Afilten's, who, neveriheleſs, hath ſatiriſed 
it in the ſevereſt manner poſſible, by making it patroniſed even 


by the devil himſelf ; for in the 4th book of his Paradiſe xc. 


gain d. the devil thus addrefſes cur Saviour, 


FI rexd aught in heaven, 

Or heav'n write aught of fate, by what the ſtars 
Voluminou:+ or fingle characters 

In their conj unction met, give me to ſpell, 

Sorrows and labours, appotitions, hate, 

Attend thee, corn, reproaches, injuries, 
Violence and ſt: ipe:, and laſtiy cruel death: 

A kingdom they portend thee, but what kingdem, - 
Real or allezoric, I difccrn not, 

Nor when: eternal ſare, as without end, 
Without beginning; for no date prefixt 

Directs me in the {terry rubiic tet. V. 332. 


Where it is to be obſerv'd, ſays Mr. War uten, that the poet 
thought it not enough to difcredie j / dicial aſtrohgy, hy making it 
pat oniſed by the devil, without ſhewing at the ſame time, the 
abſurdity of it. He has therefore very judiciouſly made him 
blunder, in the evpreflion of p:rt:uding a kingdome which was wwith- 
aut beginning. This deſtroys ali he would inſinuate.“ 

let- 
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letcherous. I ſhould have been what I am, had the 
maidenlieſt ſtar in the firmament tw inkled on my 
baſtardizing. 


Sc XV. A Father curfins bis Child. 


Hear, nature! 

Dear goddeſs, hear; and if thou doſt intend 

To make that creature fruitful, change thy purpoſe; 
Pronounce upon her womb the barren curſe, 
That from her blaſted body never ſpring 
A babe to honour her ; but if ſhe muſt bring forth, 
Defeat her joy with ſome diſtorted birth, 
Or monſtrous form, the o'th* time 
And fo perverſe of ſpirit, that it may live 

Her torment as *twas born, to fret her cheeks 


„ Aid G3 ron: 


That ſhe may curſe her crime too late, and feel 


How ſharper than a ſerpent”s tooth it is 
2 —— 


Ingratitude in a Child. 


NÞ a4 4 


(6) In ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More when thou ſhew'ft thee in a child, 
Than the ſea-monſter. 


2 Ingratitude, &c.] logratitnde a marble-hearted fiend is 
* when 3 itſelf in à child, than 
— fon-mantter, which is the emblem itſelf of impiety and 
itude : by which monſter he means the Heppotamus —_— 
ver-horſe, which, ſays S8axdys, in his travels, p. 1 
2 murder, impudence, violence and injuſtice : for . — 
he killeth his fire, and raviſhes his = — 


o alteration of, Than it5” ſea- monſt er, ſeems unneceſſary 

g it poet makes ingretitude, a fiend, a monſter irſelf, — 2 —— 
the odious that even this hieroglyphical ſymbol of impiety. Ste Ob- 
— fer vatious on Shakeſpear, p. 203. 

the 


ACT 
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ACTH SCENE N. 
Flattering Sycopbants. 


That ſuch a ſlave as this ſhould wear a ſword, 
Who wears no honeſty: (7) ſuch ſmiling regucs 
as theſe,] 
Like rats oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too intrince t'unloofe ; ſooth ev'ry 
paſnon, 
That in the nature of their lords rebels: 
Bring oil to fire, ſnow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With ev'ry gale and vary of their maſters; 
As knowing nought, like dogs but following. 


(7) Such, Kc. The worde, as t:ſe, may be ſafely omitted 
without injuring the ſenſe ; they are flat and ſpoil the metre. 
The next lines are read thus in the old editions; 


Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwaine, 
Which are t' intrince t unlooſe. 


Atwaine is doubtleſs the genuine word, which was 

uſed, fignifying, in two, aſunder, in twain. And Mr. Uptoz 
obſerving, that Shakeſpear ſometimes ſtrikes off a ſyllable or more 
from the latter part of a word, would preſerve intrince in the 
text, which he explains by intrinficate. "Tis certain the author 
uſes in!rinficate, but I don't remember ever to have met with 
intrince: * This ſhortening of words is indeed too much the ge- 
nius of our language; and ac the reader knows the ſenſe of che 
word, and what the critics would read, I have kept to the old 
editions, notwithſtanding the quotation made by me from Mr. 
Edwnards, I forbear quoting any fimilar paſſages here: Horace 
and Juvenal abound with them, and Shakeſpear himſelf hath ex- 
cellently painted the character in Ni,. Ste particularly 
Hamlet, Act 4 Se. 7. 


Plain, 
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Plain, blunt Men. 


This is ſome fellow, 

Who, having been prais'd for bluntneſs, dot aSet 
A faucy roughneſs ; and conſtrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he,. 
An honeſt mind and plain, he muſt ſpeak truth; 
And they wil take it, fo; it not, he's plain. 

a Theſe kind of knaves, I know, which in this plain- 
ne!s 

larbour more craft, and more corrunter ends, 
Than twenty (3) filly, ducking oblervants, 
That etc. their duties nicely. 


SCENE VII. Deſcrio:i2n of Bedlam Borzars. 


White Inn *{cape, 
I will preferve myſelf; aud 2.2 thought 
To tate the baſe i ard tue pon eſt hape, 
That every penury in contempt of me 
Brou ght near to beaſt; my fa l. gruae with filth; 
Llanket my loins ; etfe ail mv har in knots 
Ard with preſented nak<duris 0 .r-fice 
The winds, and perſecutions of the K. 
The country gives me prove and precedent 
Of Bedlam bexzurs, who, with roaring voices, 
che Strike in thety numb'd and mority'd bare arms, 


4 


thor Pins, wocden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary z 

_ And with this horrible object, from low tarms, 
Poor pelting villages, {!1cep-coats and mills, _ 

e old Sometimes with lunatic bans, ſometimes with 


Pray rs, 
Inforce their charity. 


(8) She Some read ity: filly is not always taken in a baJ 
ſenſe amo git the old writers. 
SCENE 
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Scene X. The faults of Infirmity, pardonable. 


Fiery ? the fiery duke ? tell the hot duke, that— 
Oh, but not yet; may be, he is not well; 
Infirmity ſtill neglect all office, 

W hereto our health is bound; we're not ourſelves, 
When nature, being oppreſt, commands the mind 
To fuffer with the body. I'll forbear ; 

And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 

To take the indiſpos*d and fickly fit 

For the found man.— 


Scene XI. UNKINDNESS. 
Thy ſiſter's naught ; oh Regan, ſhe hath tied 


Sharp tooth'd unkindnefs, like a vulture here. 
[ Paints ta bis heart. 


Scrneg XY. Offences miſtaken. 


AIFs not offence that indiſcretion (9) finds, 
And dotage terms fo. 


Rifing Paſſion. 


I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad, 
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ; 


V 
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Rr 


(9) Finds.] Finls is an allufion to 2 jury's verdict: and the 
word /c relates to Hat as well to terms, We meet with the very 
ſame expreſſion in Hamlet, Ac g. Sc. 1. 

Why, tis found /+. | | 
Shakeſpear uſes the word in this ſenſe in other places z 
| The coroner hath ſet on her, and finds it chriftian burial. B. 
A you like it. A. 4. 8 2. Leander was drown'd, and the feolih 


chronicler: haps coroners] of that ound it ale 
of Seſtos.” — 1 ge K | I 
We'll 
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We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another; 

But yet, thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daugh- 
ter. 

Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, 

Which I muſt needs call mine; thou art a bile, 

A e, or imboſſed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood ; but PII not chide thee. 

Lot me cm whenic wh, I do not call it 3 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 


Nor tell. tales of thee to high-judging Jove. 
The Neceſſaries of Life, few. 


(to) O, reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggary 
Are in the pooreſt things ſuperfluous ; 


Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's lite is cheap as beafts. 


(10) 9 reaſen, &c ] The poets abound with ſentiments Gmilar 
way take the 244 Lxcretiat and 


O wretched man, ia what « miſt of liſe, 

Inclos'd with dangers, and beſct with ftrife, 

He ſpends his little ſpan, and over-feeds 

His cram'd defires with more than nature needs. 
For nature wiſely ſtints our appetite, 

And craves ao more than yadi d delight. N 
Which minds gamixt with cares and fears obtain z 
A foul ſerene, 2 body void of pain. 

So little this corporeal frame requires, 


So bounded are our natural deſires, 
That wanting all, and ſet ting pain aſide, 

A the Wich bare privation ſenſe is fatisſy'd. 

ver; See LuczzrT. B. 2 
Behold, ye ſons of luxury, behold, 


Who ſcatter in excels your laviſh gold; 
For whom all earth all ocean are explor'd, 


al. B. To ſpread the va. ĩaus proud yoluptuous board: 
feoliſh Behold how little chirit; nature craves. | 
»Hero See Lucan, B. 4. R:w's irmd, 


ven Voi I. 0 Lear 
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Lear on the Ingratitude of bis Daughters: 


Tou ſee me here, , 2 old man, 
As full of grief as you E boch! Th 
If it be you that tir theſe daughters hearts Mr 


Againſt their father, fool me not fo much 
To bear it tamely ; (U t) touch me with noble an- 


ger: 
O let not womens weapons, water-drops. 
Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnat'ral hags, 
I will have ſuch revenges on you both, 
222) That all the world ſhall—I will do ſuch things; 
What they are, yet I know not: but they ſhall be 
"The terrors of the earth; you think, Pl weep : 
No, Fil not weep. + I have full cauſe of weeping: 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand ® flaws, 
Or ere I weep. O fool, I ſhall go mad. 


(it] Tach me, Ke. If you, ye gods, have ſtirred my 

hearts againſt me: at left let me not bear it with any 
wnworthy 5 but teach me with noble anger; let me retent 
It with ſuch reſolution as becomes a man. And let not wo- 
man's weapons, water drops, ſtain my man's cheeks. See Canes 


Cree. p. 78. 
imitated from the 


Hath i determin'd, and fill dares not 
Even to itſelf reveal. 


: Ovid. Met. 6. 
1 have, ef — ſhould 
c. is De Þ've full cauſe. 
See P. 23. . 6. 2 — = 
; Scat 


: 


3h 


SEA XII. Wilful Men. 


. O, ſir, to wilful men, 
ie injuries, that themſelves procure 
———— 


ACT IE. SCENEI. 


Deſcription of Lear's Diſtreſs amidh the Storm; 
font. hen hn ge 
- Contending with the fretful elements 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea; a 

Or ſwell the curled waters bove the main, 

That things might change, or ceaſe : tears his 
? oy + woes * 

Catch in their fury ;) 

Strives in his little world of man t'out ſcorn 

The to- and fro conflicting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the (13) cub-drawn bear would 


Keep their furr dry; unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 


Se ENI IL. Lear's paſſionate Exclamations 
| amidſt the Tempeſt. 
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Y ou fulph*rous and thought executing fires | 
{14) Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleavi — ws; 


if And thou, all faking thun- 


Szrike fa the thick rotundiey o'th' 2 
nature's mould, all (15) germins at once 
"That make ingrat — + yl e 

Rumble thy belly-full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters; 
Tm not you, you 225 unkindneſs; 
never gave you kingdoms, call'd 2 
Yor en ſubſcription. Then let fall 
Jour horrible pleaſure ;—here I ftand your flave; 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man ! 

But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, 
That have with two da 
Your high-engender'd battles, * 
So old and whit as this. Oh ! oh ! tis foul. 


A 


Kent. Alas, fir, are you here? things that love 


night 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful ſkies 
(16) Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves: ſince I was a man, 


Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 


(14) Faunt-conriers, &c.} Nothing can be pfainer than this 
4 which it — dr Wearburten ſhould fo _ 
waiſt as to imagine this line the 1 
bunt of any contradiction in it; the reader ma his Bo 
and Mr. Edward:'s comment upon it, in the Can: +> > 
2 — In the mean time we may be contented with this 
© Yau fires and li tore-rungers of the thunder, 
(15) Germins] Vulg, Germain — This reading is Mr. Thee« 
3. The word is derived from germen, ©T%f a, —the 
ſenſe is, Crack nature's mould, and ſplit all the of mate 
ger, that are hoarded within it. In the Winter's Tal he ſays; 
Let nature cruſh the ſides of th* earth together, 
And mar the feeds within. See Macbeth. A. a5 8. 2. 


CzQ c c. Scare, frighten. Sex the foregoing paiſage Such 


— 


SHT agerypy Sys 


8 
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To ſhut me out ?—pour 


; King Lear 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 


74 


* Man's nature cannot 


ar. great gods, 
'That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. 'Tremble, thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivu crimes, 
Unwhip'd of juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand: 
Thou perjut d, and thou fimilar of virtue, 
That art inceſtuous : caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 
That under covert and convenient 


ſeeming, 
Haſt oy — — > up guilts . 
Rive your 


Tear. Thou think'ſt tis much, that this conten - 
tious ſtorm =» 

Invades us to the ſkin ; ſo tis to thee ; 

But where the greater "malady is fixt, 

The leffer — Thoud'fſt ſhun a bear; 

But if thy flight lay toward the roaring ſea, 


Thouti meet the bear i'th* mouth. When the 
mind's free, 
The body's delicate; the in my mind 


Doth from my ſenſes take all elſe 

Save what beats there. Filiat ingratitude ! 

Is it not, as this mouth ſhould tear this hand 

For li rern home? 
No, I no more a night, 

"= on, I willendure : 

In ſuch a night as this? O, Rag, Gonnesil,- 
Your old kind father, whoſe. frank — a=! 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun: R 
that 94 — 


No more 0 
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Kent. Good, my lord, enter here. 

mad {waa go in thyſelf; ſeek thine ow 

eale; 
This tempeſt will not give me leave to 
On things would hurt me more — but Fll go in, 
In, boy, go firſt. You houſeleſs poverty 
Nay, get thee in, Fll pray, and then Pll ſleep 
Poor naked wretches, whereſoe' er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm! 
How ſhail your houſeleſs heads, and unfed fides, 
Your loop'd and window'd r defend you 
Toon ns age doe gre 4 
Too little care of this! take phyſic, 3 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what es fad,” 
That thou may ſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 
And ſhew the heavens more juſt. 
Enter diſguis'd like a Madman. 

Edg. Away | the foul fiend follows me. Through 
the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, 
go to thy bed and warm thee. 
- Lear. Didſt thou give all to thy daughters? and 
* this? Didſt thou give them 
Now all the plagues that in the penduious air 
Hang fated o'er mens faults, light on thy daughter} 

Kent. He hath no » fir. 

E Laar. Death! traitor, nothing could have ſub- 
du'd nature 


dici puniſhment 
Thoſe pelican daughters (37). 


_ (17) I have given the reader all the moſt beautiful paſſages of 
this celebrated part of the „and have avoided any com- 
ments on it, as its beauties we ſo ſtriking, and ſo generally com- 
mended : ever, if he thinks proper, he may, by conſulting 
Mr. Smith's tranflation of Longinus, find tome obtervations there, 
dat pawociby his regard, See the 36 gots 9g the loth ſection, fe © 
* 5 | 


: £CENS 


F > 
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Scznz VI On Mm, 


Is man no more than this? Conſider him well. 
Thou ow'ſt the worm no filk, the beaſt no hide, 
the ſheep no wool, the cat no Ha! here's 
three of us are ſophiſticated, Thou art the thing 
elf: unaccommodated man is no more but fuch 
a poor, bare, forked animal as thou art. Off, off, 
you lendings : come unbutton here. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
The Tuftice of Providence. 


That I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : heavens dcal fo ſtill! 
Let the fuperfiuous and luſt-dieted man, 
(19) That flaves your ordinance, that will not ſee 
Becauſe he does not feel your power quickly; 
So diſtribution ſhould undo excets, 
And each man have enough. 


SczNE HI. Patience and Sorrow. 


Patience and forrow ſtrove 
Which ſhovld expreſs her goodlieſt : you have ſeen 
Sun-ſhine and rain at once her ſmiles and tears 
(20) Were like a better day. Thoſe happieſt ſmiles, 
oy That 
(19) That flaves, Cc. ] Mr. Warburton is for braves 
here: but he ftill forgets how frequently Shakeſpear makes verbs 
of ſubſtantives, and inſtead of endeavouring to explain his au- 
thor's worde, immediately has recourſe to the eaſy act of altering, 
when there is difficulty ; by ſaves your ordinance, the poet 
means, makcs > — of your ordinance : makes it ſubſervients 
as Mr. Upter obſerves, to his ſuperfluities and lufſts,”” _ 
(zo) Were like @ bitter day.] So the old editions read; Mr, 
Warburten ſays, ** without queſtion we ſhould read, 
A wetter a 


y— _ 
{+ c. a ſpriog-Gcafon wetter chan or dingy 3 } cagact come loco 
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That play d on her ri ſeem' d not to know 
Lad gb troy 2 eyes; which parted 


As pearls from diamonds dropt.—In brief, 
Sorrow would be a rarity moſt belov'd, 
If all could fo become it. 


ScEN E IV. Deſcription of Lear diſtrac led. 


(21) Alack, tis he; why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vext fea; ing aloud; 
Crown'd with rank fumiterr, and furrow weeds, 
With hardocks, hemlock, netties, Cuckow-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 


in our ſuſtaining corn. 
Sczsnz VI. Deſcription of Dover-Cliffe. 


a How 

fearf 

And dizzy tis, to caſt one's eyes fo low! 

'The crows and choughs, that wing the midway 8 
air, ( 


his opinion; nor by any means apprehend, how her ſmiles and 
| tears caa with any propriety be compared to a ſpring-ſcoſon, wet- 

ter than ordinary : the poet is © ring her patience and ſorrow, 

expreſt, the one by fm, the other by tears, to à day, where- 
in there is both ſun-ſhine and rain at the ſame time: you have 
ſeen, ſays he, ſun bine and rains at once; ſuch was her patience 
and forrow : her ſmiles and tears were like a day ſo chequer*'s, ( 
when the rain and the ſunſhine contended as ic were together. 
This I apprehend to be the ſenſe of the paſſage. But then what 
muſt we do with Fetter? I own myfelf incapable of fixing 
any ſenſe to it, nor does any emendation ſtrike me, that the rea- 
der perhaps will judge plaufible enough : he'll ſee, I had an eye 
in the explaining of the paſſage, on cheguer d; 

Her ſmites and tears 
Were like a cheguer'd day; 

which is the 5 — that occurs at preſent, tho'I 4d 
vance it not with any certainty. He ſpeaks of a che- 
— — Act. 2, Sc. 4 

G, &. IS H A, 4 5, E. be te. 


den 


— 
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Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beeties. Half way down 
Hangs one that ſamphire ; dreadful trade! 
Methinks, he ſeems no bigger than his head. 

the beach, 

like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
Diminiſh'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for fight. The murmuring ſurge, 
'That on th* unnumbered idle chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high. I'll look no more, 
Let my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 


_ Gloſter's Farewell to the World. 


| (22) O, you mighty gods ! 

e 

Shake patiently my great affliction off: 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 

To quarrel with your great oppoſeleſs wills, 

My ſnuff and loathed part of nature ſhould 

| Axt. If Edgar live, O, bleſs him! 
,» 


The fiſher-men, that walk upon 
Appear 


Sci. . Lear, in his Madneſs, on the 
re Flatterers of Princes. 


Ha! Goneril! ha! Regan! they flattered me 
like a dog, and told me I had white hairs in my 


(22) Chfer is afterwards convinced of his miſtake, and con- 

red in the duty of ſufferance: he ſays; 

I do remember now: henceforth Fil beat 

Adliction: till it do cry out itſelf, 

| Enengh, exongh, nod Ge. | 
At the end of the Ordipus, Coloxeus of Sephbocier, there is a fine 
reflection like this; 

Te geo er Sex, &c. 


That which the gods bring on us, we ſhould bear 
Muh refigaation, noe coalume with ſorrow. 


beard, 
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beard, ere the black ones were there. To ſay, ay, 
and no, to every thing that I ſaid—Ay, and no too, 
was no good divinity. When the rain came to wet 
me once, and the wind to make me chatter ; when 


On the Abuſe of Power. 


Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
ads dans whore ? ſtrip thine own 
Thou hotly lufP' to uſe her in that kind, 

For which thou whip'ſt her. The uſurer hangs 


i 


gall, - 
And the ſtrong lance of juſtice hurtleſs breaks : 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth p . it. 
None does „ none, I ſay, none; I de em 
Take that of me, my friend, who hath tlie pow'r 
To ſeal th* accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
And, like a ſcurvy politician, ſeem 
To fee the things thou do'ſt not. 


> 


I YO AMI MWWTW,) 


| 
F 
| 
2 
j 
[ 
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ply 


y 


L 
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one 


ScEgne X. Cordelia on the Ingratitude of ber 
Sifters. 


O, my dear father, reſtauration hang 
Thy medicine on my lip ; and let this kits 
Repair thoſe violent harms that my two ſiſters 
Have in thy reverence made! 

Had you not been their father, thoſe white flakes 
Did Tag 1 hams Was this a face, 


To be ex 

To fland again r thunder? 
In the hare oe Pap 4 mndlefroke 

Of quick, croſs lightning hed 

i 

To hovel thee with ſwine 
In ſhort and muſty ſtraw ? 
wonder that thy life 
concluded all. 


= 


＋ 
alack, alack ! 
and wits, at once, 


Tis 
Had not 


Card. How does my royal Lord? how fears your 
Majeſty ? 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th* 
Grave. 
Ha! is this too a world of cruelty ? 
y privi : think not that I will 
Be us'd like a wretched mortal? No, 
No more of that. 
Cord. Speak to me, fir; who am I? 
Lear. You are a foul in bliſs: but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, which my own tears 
Do ſcald like molten lead. 
Card. Sir, do you krow me ? 


Lear, 
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Lear. You are a Spirit, I know: where did you 
dic ? 

Cord. Still, fill, far wide. 

Fu /. Madam, he's ſcarce awake; he'll ſoon grow 


more compos d. 
Lear. Where have I been ? Where am I? Fair 
day-light ! 
I am mightily abus'd, I ſhould even die with pity 
To lee another thus. I will not fwear 
Theſe are my hands. 


Card. O look upon me, Sir, 
And hold your hands in bleſſing over me; nay 
You muſt kneel. 
Lear. Pray do not mock me, 
I am a very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourſcore and upward: and to deal plainly with 
ou 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Card. Nay, then 4 to patience : witneſs 
- for me, 
Ye mighty pow'rs, I ne'er complain'd till now ! 


— . — 


Lear. Methinks I ſhould know you, and know 
| this man, 
Yeti am doubtful, for I am mainly is 
What place this is: and all the ſkill I have 
Remember not theſe garments ; nor do I know 
Where I did fleep latt night—Pray do not mock 
me, 
For, as I am » dion. I think that Lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 
Card. 6 my dear, dear father ! 
Lear. Be your tears wet ? yes faith ? pray do 
not weep, 
F know I have giv'n thee cauſe, and am fo humbled 
With creſſes fince, that I cou'd aſk 
Forgiveneſs of thee, were it poſſible 
That chou cou'dſt grant it; but Tm well aſſur d 


Thou 
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um Thou can'ſt not; thevefore I do ſtand thy Juſtice ; 
If thou haſt poiſon for me I will drink it, 


of the court and city : 
Which lord lies with that lady, and what gallant 
Sports with that merchant's wife e and does relate 
Who ſells her honour for a diamond, 
Who for a tiſſue robe: whoſe huſband's j 
And who fo kind, that, to ſhare with his wife, 
lone = og ang — ones dþ harmleſs conceits, 
'ho* tools lay they are dangerous, | 
The Falſe One, Act. 1. Sc. 1 
he word ſpies in the text, is taken in the ſenſe of ſpies upen any 


„to inipe& their conduct, nat [pics empleyed by à perſon. 
—-. T 


% Tr Brandes of Sutannvet an. 


Talk of court news, and we'll talk with them too, 7 
Who loſes, and who wins: who's in, who's out: 't 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, N 
As if we were God's ſpies. And we'll wear out, 1 
J. 
N 


In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of great ones, 


That ebb and flow by th” mcon. | 
Edm. Take them awar. T 
Lear. Upon ſuch facritices, my Cordelia, } 

The gods themſelves throw incenſe. PF 

= 
A 
Scene VIII. The Juſtice of the Gods. 2 
8 


_ fas) The gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vice: 
Makes inftruments to ſcourge us. 


Edgar' Account of his diſcovering himfeif to bis 
Huber, Sc. 


Lift a brief tale, 
And when tis told, O, that my heart would burſts 
The bloody proclamation to eſcape, 
That follow'd me fo near (O, our lives ſweetneſs! 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear, 
Rather than die at once) taught me to ſhift 


(25) The, &c.] This reterting of puriſhments, and making 
the means by which we offended the icourge of our offence, 
very common amongſt the ancients, and "perhaps had its :'f 
frorn the Fewiſh people. An eye fer an oye, @ forth for @ Hitt, 
& Ca/lmachus, in his bywn to Fallu, telle ns, that gogede 
depriv'd the yourg hunter of his ever, becauſe they had offended. 
havire ſeen her in the bach. bee the Hyran, c. 7x. A 
ia Sepbecler, at the end of Electra, Oraſtet er ies out to H x1 


Peace, and attend me to that place who we then 
Didft murder my pyor father, that even thore Tis rg 
Io may rutgder thee, | ett 


Ring Lear. 
" Into a madman's razs ; t'aſſume a ſemblance, 
Ihe very dogs diſdain'd; and in this habit, 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 
heir precious gems ncu loſt; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, tav'd him from deſpair z 
Never (O, fault !) reveal'd mytelt unto him, 
Until forme half hour paſt, when was arm'd, 
Not ture, tho* hoping of this good fuccets, 
| aſd his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt 
Told him my pilzrimage But his flaw'd heart, 
Alack, too weak the conffi & to ſupport, 
Juixt two extremes of paſſion, Joy and grief, 
Purſt imilingly. 5 
B.. This ſpecch of yours hath mov'd me, 
And ſhall perchance, do good; but ſpeak you on, 
You look, as you had fomething more to tay. 
Alb. If there be more, more woetul, held it in, 
h:s For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 
Heuring of this. | 
Edg. ——(26) This would have ſeem'd a period 
To ſuch as love not forrow : but another, 


159 


tec: 


(26) Ti, &c.] The baferd, whoſe ſavage nature is well 
diplayed by it, delires to hear more: the gentle Albany, touch'd 
at che tad tale, begs him no more to melt his heart: upon which, 
Eigar obſerves, ſenlibly afeted by EAmand's inkumanity, One 
ſhould have imagined,” this would have ſeem'd a period, a ſufft- 
cient end of woe, to ſuch as love not ſorrow, who are not pleaſed 
to hcar of the ciltceffes of others: but another {a per ſon of ano- 
ther and more cruel temper] to amplify too much, [to augment 
and aggravate that which is already too great] would ſtil] make 
=_—_ much more [Would f:::} increaſe it] and top extremity ittelf ; 
mn that is, even go beyond that which is already at the utmoſt limit 
— Nothing can be plainer than this, which Mr. Warburten con- 
Fade demning as m:/eratle n:nſenſe, reads "thus, and admits into his 
| bext ! | A. JW! Safe | 
** This wou'd have feem'd a petiod; but ſuch 

4 As hve to amplify ancthers torrow, 
Too much, woz'd make much mote and top extremity ! 


"Tis remaikallc, this fine fpeech, (and indce! many others) are 
emit in the Oxfcrd edition. 


Inte P 2 To 


* 
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To amplify too much, would make much more, | 
And top extremity |! | 

Whilſt I was big in clamour, there came a man, ( 
Who having ſeen me in my worſer ſtate, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd fociety ; but now finding 
Who 'twas, had fo endur'd, with his ſtrong arms 
He faſten'd on my neck; and bellow d out, 

As he'd burſt heaven; threw him on my father ;. 
Told the moſt piteous tale of Lear and him, 
That ever ear receiv'd; which in — 
His grief grew puiſſant, and the ſtrings of li 

to crack. Twice then the trumpets ſounded. 
And there I left him traune d 


Ecxns XII. Lear on the Death of Cordelia! 

* bowl, howl,—O you are men of 
Had 1 your tongue and eyes, I'd uſe thera fo 
That | 


ns vault ſhou'd crack ; ſhe's gone for 


ever! 
Rr lives; 
She's dead as earth me a looking glaſs, 
If that her breath will miſt or ſtain the ſtone, 
This feather ftirs, ſhe lives; if it be fo 


I might have fav'd her ; now ſhe's for ever, 


0 


What is 't thou ſayeſt? Her voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle and low. | 


And my poor fool is hang'd | No, no, no life. 


Why ſhould a dag, a horſe, a rat have life, 

And thou no breath at all ? Thou'lt come no 
more. 

Never, never, never, never, never. 
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NN 


Macrzrk. 


ACTI SCENE N. 
Witches dſcrib d. 


HAT theſe, 
WV 
attire, 


wither'd and fo wild in their 
That look not like th* inhabitants o*th* earth, 
And yet are on't? Live you, or are you aught 
Raf may queſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand 


me, : 
thy cock 66 ages her eager Sager Tving 
pon her ſkinny lips ;—— Y ou ſhould be women: 


And yet your beards forbid me to interpret, 
'That you are fo. 


») What, &c. 1 Shakeſpear's excellence in theſe ſictitious cha- 
A ——— obſerved : In ſuch circles, indeed, none 
could move like bim; ghgfs, witches, and fairier ſeern to ac- 
him their ſovereign. We muſt obſerve, that the rea» 
lity of witches was firmly believed in our author's time, not on!) 
eſtabliſhed by law, but by faſhion alſo, and that it was not only 
ite but criminal, to doubt it; and as hath been remarked, 
a upon this general infatuation, Shakeſpeer might be eafily allow- 

ed to found a play, eſpecially fince he hath followed with greg 
 exafincls foch hiſtories a: were then thought true: nor can it be 
doubted, that the ſcenes of enchantment, however og a 
now be ridiculed, werte doold By bimſelf and his audience gb: 
awſul and affecting.“ See Miſcellancons ch/ervations on Macbeth, 

Mr. 8. Fohnſer, (note the firſt) printed for Ed. Cave, 17 45. 
- celebrated deſcription of the witch ig his Orphan is 19 


maiverſally known, I omi quoting it here. Fa 
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Scexnz VII. Macbeth's Temper. 


Yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o th* milk of human kindneſs, 
To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldit be great; 
Art not without ambition ;. but without 
The illneſs ſhould attend it. What thou wouldft 


highly, 


Lady Macbeth, an the News of Duncan's Ap- 
proach. 


(a) The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 
Log emo ade yon 

my battlements. Come, all you ſpirits 

'That tend on mortal thoughts, ſie ns here, 


” 


(3) Ner 
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Th' effect and it. Come to my womarr's breafts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murth'ring mi- 
niſters ! 

Wherever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances 

You wait on nature's miſchief Come, thick night 

And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of hell, 

That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes; 

Nor heav'n peep thro” the blanket of the dark, 


To cry, hold, hold! — 


ScENnE IX. Macbeth's Freſalut ion. 


If it were done, when tis done, then *twere wel! 

It were done quickly : if thꝰ aſſaſſination 
Cou d trammel vp the confequence, and catch 
Nich its ſurceaſe ſuccets: that but this blow 

Rlight be the be-all and the end all Here, 
But here upon this bank and (4) ſhoal of time, 
We'd jump the life to come.—Put, in theſe cafes, 
We till have judgment here, that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions; which being taught, return 
'To plague th' inventor. Even handed juſtice 
Returns th” ingredients of our poifon'd chalice 
To our own lips. He's here in double truſt ; 
Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubject, 
Strong both againſt the deed: (5) then as his hoſt, 
Who ſhould againſt his murd'rer ſhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myfelf. Befides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath been 


{ 4) H] Others read felve. . 

(5s) Then @s, &.] This is quite claflica! : hoſpitality was he ld 
fo lacred among the ancients, that the chief of theic gods wa: 
dignified with the title of hofpitable. Zis Z:v40s, Jg. 
ter Hoſpitalis, The writings of the ancienis abound with this 
noble principle, and holpitality is mentioned with honour in them 
all: this amongſt a thouſacd other proofs, ſhews ate ear to 
dave been no ſtranger tothe works of autiquity, 


So 


s 
* 


+7) 


youu 
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rr 
: aan 
The rere 


ity, like a naked new- born babe, 
i the blaſt, or heav'ns cherubin hors'd 
tleſs courſers of the air, 
horrid deed in ev'ry eye; 
ſhall drown the wind— I have no ſpur 
; the ſides of my intent, but only 
ambition, which o'erleaps itſelf, 
on th'other. 


Scznz X. True Fortitude, 


(6) I dare do all that may become a man, 
Who dares do more, is none. 


ACTH. SCENE IL 


5 


f 
$1 


7 


+ 
1 


7 


deſtroyed, by diſtinguiſhing true from falſe forti 
enn 

deſtow immortality on the author, ; 
had been loft.” &. See his 
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A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation 

Proceeding from the heat oppreſſed brain? 

1 fee thee yet, in form as palpable 

fs this which now I dra 

Thou marſhal me the way that I was going? 

And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools 'til other ſenſes, 

Or elſe worth all the reſt I fee thee ſtill; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon, * gouts of blood, 

Which was not fo before. There's no ſuch thing-- 

It is the bloody bufine's which informs 

Thus to mine eyes—{(7) Now o'er one half the 
wor | 

Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd ſleep; now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings; and wither'd murder, 

(Zlarum'd by his centinel, the wolf, 

Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with his ſtealthy pace 


Gert, i. e. drops. 


(7) New ver, &c.] That is, ever our hemiſpbert all afiicn and” 
_—_— _ ta have ceaſed. This image, which is, 5 the 
moſt ttriking that poetry can preduce, has been adopted by Dr 
dex in his Conguef of Mexico. 


All things are huſh'd as nature's ſelf lay dead, 

The mountains ſeem to nod their drowiv head: 

The little birds in dreams their ſonge repeat, 

And fleeping fiow'rs bencath the night -dews ſweat : 
Even luſt and envy flecp! 


Theſe lines, though fo well known, I have tranſcribed, that the 
coatraſt between them and this paſſage of Shakeſpear, may be 
more accurately obſerved. — Night is deſcribed by two great poets, 
but one deſcribes a night of quiet, the other of perty:bation. In 
the night of Dryden, all the diſturbers of the world are laid a- 
ſleep: in that of Shakeſpear, nothing but ſorcery, buſt, and mu- 
der is awake, He that reads Dryden finds himfelf lell'd with fe- 
renity, and diipos'd to folitude and cont emplation: he that peru- 
fes Shakeſpear, looks roun4 zlarmed, and ſtarts to find himſelf 
alcne, One is the night of a lever, the other that of a murderer. 


Joux$0v. 


With 
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£3) With 4 raviſhing ſtrides, towards his 
a | 


ign 
Moves like a glioſt.— (9) Thou found and firm - ſet 
earth, 


Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 
Thy very ſtones prate of my whereabout ; 

And take the prevent horror from the time, 
Which now ſuits with it hilſt I threat he lives 


[ 4 bell rings. 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a kneil 

That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. [Exit. 


(8) With, &.] The reading in the oli books is, 
With Targuin's avihingg det towards, Ce. 
Vhich Mr. Pope alter'd . in the text. Mr, Johnſon is for 
rewiing, 
With Targuin raviſhing, flides tow'rd, Fc. 
Becauſe a ravijhing ride is an a Rion of violence, impetuofity, 
and tumult; and becauſe the progrefiiqa of ghoits is fo diſfurent 


from firid:s, that it has been in all ages repicſeatef to be a5 7cte 
reg expreſſes it, a | 


3 Smooth I ding without ſtep. ' 

| | . b 
It ſeems to me, the poet only ipeaks of the ſilence, and ſecrecy 
whereWith the ghoſts were ſuppoſed to move; and, as when p- 
ple walk with a ftealthy peace, or 4s it is called on tip-tze, they 
generally take long rides, not ſtepping frequentty; 1 fhout | 
jadge ftride; to be the proper reading; befide, 1' think the two 
verbs coming in that manner tog. ther not entirely eleg nt; idee 
; -werds his deſign, and moves like a gn. ſe em ton aer a tantglo- 
zy. Ham th: more explicit in thi; paſſage, as any remake (> 
ingenious à perſon ducrves all attention, We mix obſerve, 
$,at2ffear, in his poem of Targuin and Lacrece, lays of Terguin 
eatring the lady's chamber, f 


Into the chamber wickedly he fallt. | 

(g} Then,: &c.]* Her nt, O, earth, my ſteps, leſt thy very 
ſtones ſhoult prate, ſhould teit of where | am, and what I an 
a baut to perbetrate, and by Fhoir proting, or making 2 nuiſe, 
take away that flence, the prifent horror, nom the tire, which 
fo well ſaits with it.” For whit. caull be more dreadful to 
ſech 2 mind 2s Macheth's, than ſo aniverfal a filence, when alt 
nature deeply huch'd, mat (oem to his guilty mind, as FRening - 
to bis pu poſs, aad atteading to the act he was about to perform ? 


Euler 
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Enter Lady. 
Lady. That which hath made them drunk, hath 
made me bold : b 
What hath _ 'd you hath giv'a me fire. 
Hark! peace 
It was the owl that ſhriek d, the fatal bell- man, 
Which gives the ftern'ft night—he 1s about it · 


The doors are 
ve drugg'd 


That death and nature do contend about them, 
W hether they live or die. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who's there? what ho? 

Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they have awak'd; 
And tis not done; th* and not the deed, 
Confounds us—hark!—T laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miſs em Had he not reſembled 
My father as he flept, I had done t—My huſband ! 

CT thou not hear 

a noiſe 


Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and the cricketscry. 


Macs. 


! who lies ”th* ſecond chamber? 
fight ! [Looks en his bands. 


MACBETH 165 


But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs them 

Again to fleep. 

Lady. There are two d together. 

. us; and Amen the 

other ; 

As they hed ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands. 
Liſtening their fear, I could not fay, Amen, 
When they did fay, God bleſs us 

| it not fo deeply. 

| Mach. But whereforecould not I pronounce Amen? 
I had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 

Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. Theſe deeds muſt not be thought, 

After theſe ways; fo, it will make us mac. 

Mach. Methought, I heard a voice cry, ſleep 
no more 

Macbeth doth murder fleep ; the innocent fleep ; 

Id Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd fleeve of care, 
(10) The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath, 

„Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond courſe, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. 

Lady. What do you mean ? 

_ YG no more, to all the 


Glamis hath murder d ſleep, and therefore Cawdor 

hall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall ſleep no more l 

Lady. Who was it that thus cry'd? why (11) 
worthy Thane, 

ou do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 


(10) The death, &.] Shakeſpeer frequently ſpeaks of ſleep as 

ei of death; at the end of the 4th Scene in this AQ, 
Macduff calls it deaths counterfeit + fleep that knits up the raveli'd - 
eeve of care———alludes to fleav'd filk ravell'd. 

(12) Why, &c. ] Should not this be read, 


Why, worthy Thane, 

Do you unbend your noble ſtrength ? 

e interrogation ſeems not only neceſſary, but beautiful, 
Vor. II. Q 8o 


But 
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So brain ſickly of things; go, get ſome water, 
—— waſh this — fm your hand. ; ( 
hy did you bring theſe daggers from the place 
They — 7 there. Go, carry them, and ſmear 

The fleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach. Fil go no more ; 
IT am afraid to think what I have done | 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpoſe! 
Grve me the ; the ſlceping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of childhood, 
"That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
PH gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt. - (Exit. 
Lioc t within. 
Mach. Whence is that knocking ? 4 
Haw is't with me, when every noiſe appals me 
* What hands are here? hah! they pluck out mine 


eyes, 
Will all great Neptune” s ocean waſh this blood 


at, &c. ] Shakeſpear had this from his brother tragedians. 
So Hercules in Sencca, 


Ar forum lice: 
Meotis in me gelida transfundat mare 
Ft lata Tethys per meas currat manus, 
Fler cbit altum facinus. Hereul. Fur. A8. 8. 


is faid of Oedipus, in Sepleclet, that neither the waters of the 
' Danube or Phajis can waſh him and his bouſe clean, 


Our yep vrartogy wrt exEivay 
Nihat xalapy 7 avd'e mv cf v7. 


In aliufien to their expiatory waſhings in the fea or rivers, Vari- 
ous were the ceremomes of waſhing among the Jews as well as 
Gentiles, particularly that of the hands. Hence came the pro- 
verb of doing things with zzwaſbed hands; i. e. impudently with- 
out any regard to decency and religion. Henry IV, Ad. z. 
Falf. Rob me the Excheguer the frſt thing thou deft, and doit 
quith uxwwaſbcd baxds tee. UnTten. 

Clean 


f. 


MWACB ETH. 17. 


Clean from my hand ? no, this my hand will ra- 
ther 

Thy multitudinous fea incarnadine, 

Making the green one red —— 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but I ſhame 
To wear a heart fo white: — 
At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber ; 
A little water clears us of this deed. 
How eaſy is it then? your 


Hath left you unattended—hark, * nn 
Get on your night-gown teat 


— 1 ＋ 2 be not loſt 


in your thoughts. 
To know my deed, twere beſt not know 


myſelf. 
Wake, Duncan, with 
ake, this knocking ; would, thou 


ACT mM SCENE IL 


Macbeth gun cf ines and Fears of Banquo 
Euter Macbeth to bis Lady. 


How x why do 
mt als Sr: y do you keep 


Of ſorrieſt fancies companions making, 
Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould indeed, have 


With them u they think on? things without all re- 
medy 


Q 2 Should 
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Should be without regard; what's done, is done: 
iAacb. my have fcotch'd (12) the ſnake, not 
i'd it. 

She'll cloſe and be herſelf ; whilſt our poor malice 
Remains in d r of her former tooth. 
But let both worlds disjoint, and all things ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſlecp 
In the affliction of theſe terrible dreams, 
That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the dead, 
{Whom we, to gain our place, have ſent to peace,) 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
2 ecſtacy. Duncan is in dis, : 

ter life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well ; ; 
Treaſon has done his worſt; nor ſteel, not poiſon, 
Malice domeſtic, foreign levy, nothing 
Can touch him further! 

2220 x * 2 #% 0 * 
O full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know „that Banquo, and his Fleance lives. 
Lach. But in them, nature's copy's not eternal. 
Mach. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable; 

n be thou jocund. Ere the bat hath flown 
His cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Hecate's ſummons 
[The * ſhard-born beetle with his drowſy hums 


(12) Seatcb'd.] This reading is Mr. Theebald's, the old one is 
d, which Mr. Upton wou'd attempt to defend by telling us, 
the alluſion is to the ſtory of the Hydra. We have ſcorch'd the 
ſaake, we have indced Hercules like cut off one of its heads, and 
ſcerc hd it, as it were, as he did, aſſiſted by Folaxs, hindering 
that one head, thus ſcorch'd, from ſprouting again; but ſuch 4 
wound will cloſe and cure; our &ydra-/nake has other heads iti}, 
Which are to me as dangerous as Duncan's, particularly that of 
Banguo and Fleance, &c. The allufion is learned and elegant, 
Erit. Obſervat. p. 154. But learned and elegant as is is, I am apt 
to imagine Mr. Th-:hbald"s the true word: the ſentence ſeems to 
. —— that ſuppoſition; however Mr. Upton's remark is worth 
rving. 
„ Shard-bors, i. e. ſays Warburtim, the Beetle hatch'd in clefts 
of wood. Upten propoſes fbarn-bern, i. e. the beetle born from 
dung. Sce remarks on three plays of Ben Johnſen, p. 3 


——＋ 
Sk 
At 
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Hath rung night's yawri yawriing peal, there ſhall be done 


Lady. What's to be done 
IE a N 
c 
Tin thou applaud the deed : + feeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, 
And with thy bloody and inviſible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond, 
Which keeps me pale ; hghe chickens, andthe crow 
Makes wing to th' rooky wood 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowze, 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze. 


2 


, 
ScRN R V. Scene changes n a Ram of State. 
Banquet prepared. Macbeth, Lady, Reſſe, 
Lenox. Lords aud- Attendants. 
es. 


. Lady. My royal lord, 
ez Vou do not give the cheer; the feaſt is ſold, 
That is not often vouched, while tis making, 
ons "Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were beſt” 
at home; 
From thence, the fauce to meat is ceremony 3 
bs Meeting were bare u ithout it. 


che [tbe ghof Ap riſes, and fits in Macbeth”s 
= Mach. — r 

G i, r 

„ e ae for cory ee. 
or 


mn 1 of ex7 Witter reakiiige 


t lg, i. e. blinding, 4 term in falconry. 1 
ach Q3 (Whom 
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Than pity for miſchance !) 
Rs E. His abſence, Sir, 

Lays blame — Pleaſe't your high- 

ne 

'To grace us with your royal company ? 

Mach. The table's full.” 

"Len. Here's a place reſerv'd, Sir. 
Mach. W here ? 

_ Len. Here, my good lord, 

What is't that moves your hi ? 

Mach. Which of you have done this? 

Lords. What, my good lord ? 

Mach. Thou can'ſt not fay, I did it: never ſhake 
Thy goary locks at me. 

Reſp. Gentlemen, riſe; his highneſs is not well. 

Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep ſcat, 
The fit is momentary, on a thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him, 
Ycu ſhall offend him, and extend his paſſion : 

Feed, and regard him not.— Are you a man? 

PS 4s [To Macb. afde 

' Matt. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on tha:, 
V: hich might appal the Devil. 

Lady. O proper ſtuff ! 

This is the very painting of your fear; [afrd-. 
This is the air-drawn-dagger, which you faid, 
Led you to Duncan. Ob, theſe flaws and ftarts 
(13) Impoſtors to true fear, would well become 

A woman 3 


[Starting. 


(13) Vert, &c.] Mr. Johnſon ſays of this paſſage, ba- 
as. flarts can neither with propricty vor ſenſe be called Inf, 
tures to true fear, ſornething elſe was undoubtedly intended t 
de author, who perhaps wrote — 7 

N _— flaws and tarts 
Impoſtures true to fear, &c. 

Theſe ſymptoms of terror and amazement might better hecems 
E impoſtures try; only to fear, might becorg à coward at — 
rec: 


4. . 1. 


4 
/ 
\ 
? 
b 
V 
If 
1 
Sl 
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A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itſelf!— 
Why do you make fuch faces? when ail's done, 
You look but on a ſtool. 

Mach. Pr'ythee, fee there 
Behold ! look! lo ! how fay you? 

Painting t2 the Ghoſt. 

Why, what care I] if thou canſt pod, ſpeak too. — 
If charnel houſes and our graves muſt ſe d 
Thoſe, that we bury, back: our monuments 
Shall be the maws of kitcs. [The gheſ vaniſbet. 

Lady. What ? quite unmann'd in folly ? 

Mach. If I ſtand here, | faw hun. — 

Lady. Fie, for ſhame ! 

Mach. Blood hath been ſhed ere now i'th olden 

| time, 
Ere human ſtatute purg'd the gen'ral weal; 
Ay, and ſince too, murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for th' ear: the times have bec g, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would 

die, 

And there au end; but now they rife again 
Withtwenty mortal murthers 99 their crowns, 
And puſh us from our ſtools: this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murther is. 

Lady. My worthy lord, 
Y our noble friends to lack you. 

Mach. I do forget. — 
Do not mule at me, my moft worthy {riznds, 
I have a ftrange infirmity which is nothing 


recital of ſuch falſhoads as no man could credit, whoſe under - 
ſtanding was not Weakenes by bis terrors; tales told by a wo- 
man over 2 fire on the authority of ker grandam. Mr. Har- 
Durten explains the paittage thus, ** Theſe flawe and ſtate, 
as they are indications of your needleſe fears, are the imitators 
— :mpoſtor: only of thoſe which are Keim à icar well-ground- 
J. 


10 
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To thoſe — me. Come, love and health 
to 
Then PI fit down: give me ſome wine, fill full 
I dirink to th' general joy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend whom we miſs ; 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirſt, 
And all to all. 
Lords. Our duties and the pledge. 
Ne ghoſt riſes again. 
Mach. Avaunt, and quit my fight ! let the earth 
hide thee ! 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold; 
Thou haft no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, 
W hich thou doſt glare with. 
Lady. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of cuſtom ; tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 
Mach. What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruſſian bear, 
The arm'd rhinoceros or Hyrcanian tiger, 
Take any ſhape but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the deſert with thy ſword? 
It trembling I inhibit, then proteſt me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible ſhadow !' 
Unreal mock'ry, hence! Why, ſo,——being gone, 
| T he gboſt vaniſhes. 
I ama man again: pray you fit ſtill. {The lords riſe. 
Lady You have diſplac'd the mirth, broke the 
good meeting 
With moſt admir'd diiorder. 
Mach. (14) Can ſuch things be, 


(14) Can, Sec. ] Mr. Farburton's alteration of thi: paſſage 75 
very wonderful ; nothing can be plainer than the meaning of it; 
Can ſuch things be, can ſuck dreadful fights as this of the ghoſt 
come over us, overcaſt us like a dreadful black ſummer cload, 
—_ our hewing any amazement, without being at all mov- 


And 


Ez 


1 


„ 


7 
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And overcome us like a ſummer's cloud, | 
Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 
Ev'n to the diſpoſition that (15) I owe, 
When now I think, you can behold ſuch fights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine is blanch'd with fear. 

Roſſe. What fights, my lord? 

Lady. I pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worle 
Queſtion — * hi igh 

im; ut once, night. 

Stand not upon the order of Jad 


But go at once. 
t and better health, - 


Len. Goodni | 
: to all. Errunt lords, 


Attend his maje 
Lady. Good night 
Mach. 4 have blood, (they ſay) blood will 
ve : 


Stones * known to move, and trees to 
. | 

Augurs, that underſtood (16) relations, have 

By A by choughs, and rooks, brought 

The fecret*ſt man of blood. 


ACTIN SCENE E. 
Witches, their prwer. 


I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me. 


{rts) That I owe, ] Mr. Johnſon here would read Snow? 
& Though I had before ſeen many inſtances of your 5 
yet it now appears in a degree altogether new: So that my hg 
ecquaintance with your diſpoſition, does not hinder me from that 
altoniſhrnent which novelty produce. | 

(16) Relations} By the word reiation, is underſtond the con- 
nection of effets with cauſes; to underſtand reluti:ns as an au- 
gur, is to know how theſe things relate to each other, which have 
a viſible combination or dependence, Jonnson. 

| Though. 
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you untie the winds, and let them fight 


the churches ; though the yeſty waves 
Contound and ſwallow navigation up; 


Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown 
down, 


'Though caſtles topple on their warders heads ; 
Though palaces and pyramids do flope 
foundations 3 though the 


There heads to their 

Ot germins tumble all together 
nature's t 

Ev'n till deſtruQtion ſicken ; anſwer me : 

To what I aſk you. 


Scznz N. Malcolm's Charafier of bimſelf. 


patience, courage 
I have no reliſh of hem; © 


In the diviſion of each ſeveral crime, 


Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak: 
Pm as I have 


Macd. Fit to govern ? 
No, not to live. — —— 


When ſhalt thou thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the truekt iſſue of thy throne 


See king Lear, N 236, n. 15, 


By 


L 
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By his own interdiction ſtands accurſt, 


And does blaſj — Thy royal father 
Was 2 moſt fainted king; the queen that bore thee, 


Ottner upon her knees than on her feet, 
* Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Oh! fare thee well 
Theſe evils thou repeat'ſ upon thyielf, 


Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaſt ! 
Thy hope ends here. 


Mal. Macduff, this noble 
Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul 
Wip'd the black 
To thy good 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his pow'r : and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte ; but God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myſelf to thy direQtion, and 
* Unſpeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
For deren 10 my nature. Ten yr 
For ſtrangers to my nature. 
Unknown to woman, never was forſworn, 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own, 
At no ime broke my faith, would no bet 
The devil to his fellow, and 
No leſs in truth than life: my feſt £ 
Was this upon myſelf. What I am truly, 
I thine, and my poor country's to command. 


ScENE VI. An vprefi'd Cruntry. 


| poor country 
Almoſt afraid to know itſelf ! It cannot 
Be call'd our mother, but our grave; where no- 
thing, 
yd, & ] This is plainly taken from St. Pas, Ide da iy. 
* Sce the whole ſcene: 
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But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile : 

Where ſighs and groans, and fhrieks that rend the 
air 

Are made, not mark d; where violent forrow 
ſeems 

A modern ecſtaſy : the dead- man's knell 

Is there ſcarce aſk'd, for whom : and gcod mens 
lives 


Fxpire before the flowers in their caps, 
Dying, or cre they ſicken. 


Macduff, an the Murder of his Miſe and Cbil- 
aren. 


Raſſe. Would I could anſwer 
'T his comfort with the like ! but I have words, 
That would be howPF'd out in the defart air, 
W here hearing ſhould not catch them. 
Macd. W hat concern they ? 
'The gen'ral cauſe? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaſt ? 
Raſſe. No mind, that's honeſt, 
But in it ſhares ſome woe ; tho* the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 
Macd. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Roſſe. Let not your ears deipite my tongue for 
ever, 
Which ſtall poſſeſs them, with the heavieſt ſound, 
'T hat ever yet they heard. 
AMeocd. Hum! I guels at it. | 
Refſe. Your cattle is ſurpriz d, your wife and 
babes 


Savagely flaughter'd ; to relate the manner, 
Were on the quarry of theſe murther*'d deer 
To add the death of you. 


Meal. 


— 


al. 


MACBETH. 181 
Mal. Merciful heav'n ! 
What man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give ſorrow words; the grief that does not ſpeak, 
Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children too ! | 
Rofſe. Wife, children, ſervants, all that could 
be found. | 


Macd. And I muſt be from thence! my wife 


Let's make us med'cines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 
. 9 
ones 
Did you fa; all? what, all? ob, hell-kite ! all ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell-{woop ? | 
A. Diſpute it like a man. 
Macd. | ſhall doſo: 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a man. 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 
That were moſt precious to me: did heav'n look 


on, 
And would not take their part ? ſinful Macduff, 
They were all truck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell ter on their ſouls; heav'n reſt them now ! 
Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword, let 


in Gs: blunt not the heart, enrage it. 


. 
(18) He bas, &c.} Nothing can be more natural than this 
reflection: the father's thoughts are wholly ingroſſed by his 
mistortune, and diſregarding what Malcolm ſays to him, he burſts 
out into this pathetic exprobration of the tyrant; Cinftance in king 
Jels ſpeaks thus to Pands{ph, 


He talks to me tht never had 2 fon ' 
Vor. II. R 


Macd, 


— ---_..,- — 4 
——— — — 
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Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine 


eyes, | 
And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n! 
Cut ſhort all interceſſion: front to front; 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and myſelf; 
Within my ſwords length ſet him, if he "ſcape, 
Then heav'n forgive him too! 
Mal. This tune goes manly ; 
Come, go we to the king, our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothirg but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for ſhaking, and the powers above 
Put en their inftruments. Receive what cheer you 
may 
The night is — finds the day. 
85 [ Exeunt. 


ACT V. SCENEL 
Enter Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 


Cent. Lo, you! —_—— this is her ve- 
TY guiſe, and, upon my aſleep ; obſerve 
44 cloſe. 
De#t. How came ſhe by that light ? 
Gent. Nas ́˖1 it ſtood by her: ſhe has ** 
her continually, 322 

Da. You fee, eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their fonke is thus, 

Def. W hat is it ſhe does now? look how the 

rubs her hands. 

Cent. It is an accuſtom'd action with her, to ſeem 
thus waſl.ing her hands: I have known her contt- 
aue in this a quarter of an hour. 


Lady. Yet here's a fpot, 


MAC BET 14 


ae Dai. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I will ſet down what 
comes from her, to ſatisfy my remembrance the 
a | more ſtrongly. 
Lady. Out ! damned ſpot ; out, I fay——one ; 
wo; why then tis time to do't— hell is murky. 
Fy, my lord, fy, a foldier, and afraid ? what need 
we fear who knows it, when none can cali our pow 
cr to account !—yet who would have thought the 
eld man to have had fo much blood in him? 
Dod. Do you mark that? 
Lach. The Thane of Fife had a wife: where is 
ſhe now ? what, will theſe hands ne'er be clean? 
i more o'that, my lord, no more o'that : you 
mar all with this 
Doc. Go to, go to, you have known what you 
ſhould not. 
Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am 
ſure of that: heaven knows, what ſhe has known. 
Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill: all the 
perfumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this litile hand. 
Oh!oh! oh! 
| Da. What « gh is there the hear Is ſorely 
3 I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom; 
fog 2 of the whole body. 
bo raken 
2 oy —4 be, Sir. 
diſeaſe ts beyond my prattice : 
have known thoſe which have walk'd in their 
who have died holily in their beds. 

- Waſh your hands, put on your night 
gown, look not fo pale—1 tell you Yet again Ban- 
quo's buried; he cannot come out of his grave. 

Dea. Even fo? 
Lady. To bed, to bed; there's. knocking at the 
gate: come, come, come, give me your hand: 


09% 7. * s done cannot be undone. To bid, to bed, to 
R 2 SCENE 
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Sczne III. Deſpisd Old Ae. 


T have lived enough : (18) my way of lite 
Is falPn into wy the yellow leaf: 
And that which ſhould y ® old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, of friends, 
I muſt not look to have: but in ſtead, 
Curſes, not loud r 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare 

not. 


Difeaſes of the Mind, incurable. 
Canꝰ ſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas d, 


Pluck from the memory a rooted forrow, 
Rane out the written woubtes of the brow; 


2272 „ may be explained by tte pre- 
2reſs or courſe of my lite 3 bus | avaſt Mr. Febufan's conjec- 
tüte appears very plauſible : 28 favs be he, there is no relation 
between the way of life, and fallen into the ſear, 1 am inclined ts 
believe, that the is only an = inverted, and that it was 
originally written my may of &fe. 
* I am now paſl, 14 but 
I am —_—_— thoſe cornforts that ory Sb of 
din, and fagger: me in this gyalanghed 
© The words the-ſear, and yellow Lf, ber be, coumte 
nance this conjecture. 
: his n Gs 
a} aſs 1 e 
— aunts © gaze 
ity'd object; theſe redundant locks, 
— ious to ns „ cluſtring — 
ain monument of ſtrength, till length of years, 
And ſedentary numbneſs craze my limbs 
To a conteraptible old age obſcure. 
Milton's Sampſon Agon, 


And, 


EZ. 


ger 
nd, 
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And, with ſome ſweet (19) oblivious antidote, 


Cleanſe the ſtuff d boſom of that perilous tuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart! 


Scenes V. NAI on Life. 


(25) To morrow, and to morrow, and to-morrow; 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laſt ſyliable of recorded time; 
And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 
The way to {zr) ſtudy death. Oat, out, brief 

candle!- 
Life's but a walking ſnadow, a poor player 
K 3 'That 


. - — 3 
—— — 


(is) Oötent, &c. ] Aning to the Nepenthe: 2 certain” 
mixts-re, of which opium pe.heps was one of the ing ediem 
Fmer 61 4. 221. 88 


N. rer qi x ay 0h rate? % ara v. 


1. e. th: ollivions awtidte, cxrfiag the forget ulneſ; of all the 
< zils of life. Want is renarkible, kid Ebateſprar underſt>nd | 
Creek as well a: Ful, be cocld un moe clofely have expreſſed 
the meaniar of the eld ba d. Cr. 
(29) To, &c.] A c:y being hexwd, Aarhe h enquires, Where - 
— it was? andi: aaſwered, the qu en i dead: upon which he * 
lerves: 
She ſaould hive died hereafter; 
There would have been a time for ſuch a Word: 
To-morrov, Cc. 


the ſhould not have diced now, any time keretfter, to-morrow 
o matter when, it woall Eve been mace pleafing than the ' 
p'eſent; this naturally raites in his miad the falſe notion of our 
t:iaking to-mo.row Will be happier than to-day : but to-maore 
row and t-myrrow fei over us unenjoy'd and uaregardeds + 
a+ we ftill I ger in the fune expeAatioa to the moment aps - 
uu. for our end.“ &. 
M-, 7b iz %ur reading, 
Theze woult bie been a time for----ſuch a world! 
To-mvro#, Ce. 4 
H's coajzdu c ſcem rather beautiful thaw juſt. See vote 44. 
(21) Hul, &. J i e. the time itfel, te yeſte days that are 
pef, teack ever foot; to ach death: dach is © leſſon a oe 
Carat 
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That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the ſtage, 
And then is heard no more! it is a tale, 
Told by an idiot, full of found and fury, 


Signifying nothing! 


— — fools, themſelves, inform'd by the 
moralize upon it.” See . you it, 2. 
— juſt ſenſe; and this doubtleſs 2 Bee 
word: the fir folio reads duſty death, i. . ſays — 
— D 
: either give good þ the latter appears to me greatly 
rable. In the 6th Scene of the 1ſt A of this play, ſpeak» 
of C der dying, he ſays, 


Are tht Lad bes inked i in 


OTHELLC: 


148756 


0. 


( 7 J 


DAARAARD DAD AAA 
Þ © + + + + + 
ens. 
OrTHrnELLo. 


ACTI. SCENEL 


PREFERMENT. 


I'S the curſe of ſervice : 
Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 


And not (1) by old gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heir to thꝰfirſt. 


tn diſpraiſe of Honeſty. 


We cannot all be maſters, nor all maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You ſhall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 
That, doting on his own obſequious age, 
— 1 e 
or nought but provender, when he's 
caſhier d; * 
Whip me ſuch honeſt knaves. Others there are 
Who trimm'd in forms and viſages of duty. 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themſelves ; 
And throwing but ſhows of ſer vice on their lords, 
Well thrive by them: and when they have lin'd 
their coats, 
Do themſelves homage. The ſe folks have ſome foul, 
And fuc!: a one do I profeſs myſelf. For, Sir, 
It is as ſure as you are Roderigo, 
(i) By old, &c. ] i. e. by the old and former gradation, the 


old and uſual method formerly practis d. It is 2 very common 
manner of expreſſion, when ſpeaking of any thing formerly in uſe - 


Were 


OO Bl - 
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(2) Were I the Moor, I would not be Iazo : 

In following him, I follow but myſelf. 

Heav'n is my judge, not I, for love and duyy,. 
But ſeeming fo,. for my peculiar. end: ; 

For when my outward action doth demoaſt-ate- 
The native ad and figure of my heart 

In compliment extern, tis not long after 

But I will wear my upon my fleevye, 

For dawsto peckAt: I am not what I ſeem. 


SCENE IV. Love the fole Nſatiur of Ohello's 
marrying. 


For know, Iago, 
But that T love the gentle Defdemona, 
] wou'd not my unhouſed free condition 
Put iato circumſcription and. confine, 
For the ſeas worth. 
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Scexe VIII. Othelio's Relatinn of Lis Courtſhip 
t2 the Senate. 


Moſt potent, grave, and reverent ſigniors, 
My very noble, and approv'd good maſters ; 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
It is moſt true; true I have married her; 
The very head, and front of my offl ending, 
Hath this extent; no taore. Rude am I in mv 


ſpeech, 


(2) Pere I, &c.} This bears fome reſemblance to that cele- 
brated anſwer of Lexanger which Longinss ſo greatly cot mend: 
— ces eſfay on the ſuabhae, ſect. 9. When Parmn's 
cried, I wor! accept theſe propoſale, if I was Loxander,”” Aex- 
ander made this noble reply, And fo would I, if E war Fen- 
nis. His anſwer ſaew d the greatneſs cf h., tuicd. See the 
learted Dr. Farce s acte on the paſſage. 
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And little bleſs'd with the (3) ſoft phraſe of peace 
For ſince theſe arms of ws dos ane 


tience, 
I will a round unvarniſh'd tale deliver, 
Ot my whole courſe of love. What a 


_ Charms, 

(For ſuch Tam chang with) 
Ion his daughter with. * * „ ® * 
Her father lov'd me, oft invited me; 

Sill queſtion d me the ſtory of my life, 
From year to year; the battles, fieges, fortunes, 
That I have paſt. 


ran it through, een from my boyiſh days, 
To th" moment that he bad me tell it: 


(8) 64, Ge issen dend hone Gre or fs den which 
e of defence, cannot well be produced as beau- 

rad 4 fions, where nature and propr propriety 

— oy 1 5 fuch is all this fine ſpeech 


„ ** 


All 


en men oper, geatle, perſuaſive, ſuch as is uſed by ſenators 
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But ſtill the houſe affairs would draw her thence, 
Which ever as ſhe could with haſte diſpatch, 
She'd come 

Devour up 


iſtinQively ; I did conſent, 
And often did 
Wen I did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful ſtroke, 
my youth ſuſfer d. My ſtory being done, 
ve me for my pains a world of fizhs 3 
"twas paſhng 
ſtrange, 


heav'n had made her ſuch a man; —he 
thank'd me; | 

And bad me if I had a friend that lov'd her, 

I ſhould. but teach him how to tell my ſtory ; 
2 would woe her. On this hint I ſpake; 
| And 


lov'd me-for the dangers I had paſt, 
I lov'd her, that ſhe did pity: them. 


ACTE SCENE. VE 
Perfett Content. 


5 O my ſoul's joy ! 
If after every tempeſt comes ſuch calins, 
May the winds blow, till they havewaken'd death: 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of ſeas 
Olym- 
(s) And, &c.} The latter part of this paſſage is very like one 


is the Ezzzch of Terence, where Clærea in x tranſport of delight, 
brooks out into the following exclamation; ; 


OI? LA 


4E 872 FI ELY T 


N 7 
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O. high ; and duck again as low 
23 heaven. If 1 now to die, 
"T were now to be moſt happy; for I fear 
My foul hath her content fo abſolute, 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 


ACT EL SCINEV. 


A Lover's Exclamation. 


(6) Excellert wretch! perditwn catch my foul, 
But 1 do love the, and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come Again. 


Othello's frft Suſpicion. p 
Think, my lord! why, by heaven, thou echo'& 
me 


As if there were ſome monſter in thy thought, 
Too hideous to be ſhewn. Thou doit mean fome- 
thing: I heard 


= Prob — | 
unc tempus Brof: 2 oft, cum perpeti me interfics,  , 
— , Peti me paſſum — 
A. 3. Sc. 5. 
Oh Jupiter! 
Now is the time that I could gladly yielt to death; 
Leſt life with fo:1e affliction ſhould pollute 
. My heart's content. G. E. 

(6) Nich. ] This word is found in all the copies; but ne- 
vertheleſs Mr. Theobald, and the Oxford editor cad wech, 
which tho* doubt leſs it formerly uſed in th low and 
vulgar acce ation, it is at ent, (ice page 188) yet I am 

tuaded — gave us wreteh, and Mer . remaik 
— tall and beautiful: ſpeaking of Defdemana's name, 
which is deriv'd from HvzStiyer, i. e, the exfertnuzate;, he 
ſaye, and 1 make no queſtion, but Otheth, in his rapturous 
admi- ation, with ſore alluſion to her name exclaims, Excellent 
wretch,” &c. 

The incient tragedians are full of theſe alluſions; forme inſtin- 
ces | have mcation'd above; this raptacu exclama' ion and al- 
lafica tzo ha: lomethiag ominous in it; and inftances cf thele 
preſagiag an} ominous exprefiiags our poet is full ot. Sce Criti. 
cal Obteryations, p. 303. 


191 
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I heard thee ſay but now, thou lik'ſt not that. 
When Caſſio left my wife. What did'ſt not like? 
And when told thee, he was of my counſel, 
9 of wooing; thou cried'ſt, in- 
And did'ſt contract and purſe thy brow together ? 
As if thou then had ſt ſhut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou love me 
z ford, how 3 thee 

Togo. M 

Cb. I think then doſt: —_ 
Ard for I know thou'rt full of love and honeſty. 
And weigh'ſt thy words before thou giv'it them 
breath, 

Therefore, theſe ſtops of thine fright me the more: 
For fuch things in a falſe, diſloyal knave, 
Are ticks of cuſtom ; but in a man that's juſt, 
They re cold dilations working from the heart, 
That paſſion cannot rule. | | | 


REPUTATION. 
Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their fouls ; 
(7) Who fteals my purſe ſteals traſh, tis ſome- 
thing, nothing; 3 


(7) D., &c.] Mr. Theobald obſerves, Of riches, and other 
temporal poſſeſſions being uncertain, and often changing their 
maſters, we meet with ſeveral paſſages in the claſhes, Which 
might have given our author a hint for this ſentiment. » 

Nune ager, &c. Hon. Sat. 2, I. 2. 


That which was once Ofellus farm is gone, 

Now call*d Unbrina's, but tis no man's own; 

None hath the property : it eomes and goes, 

As merry chance or ſtubborn ſat es diſpcie: 

As gods think fit, and their firm nods decree, 

Now to be us'd by ethers, then by me. Creech, 
This 
„ 


* 
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Nag bi, and hee been ſlave to thou- 


> 
But he that filches from me name, 
nn 
And makes me poor indeed. 


Sc VI. Othello's Soliloguy 7 
P 


This fellow's of exceeding honeſty, 
And knows all qualities with a learned ſpirit, 
Of human dealings. (8) If I prove her 
that her jeſſes were my dear heart fir 
Fd whiſtle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for Pm black, 
And have not thoſe foft parts of converſation, 
That chamberers have ; or for I am declin'd 
Into the vale of years, yet that's not much— 
She's gone, I am abus'd, and my relief 
Muſt be to loath her. Oh, the curſe of marriage l 
That we can call theſe delicate creatures ours, 
And not their 


appetites! I had rather be a toad, 


This Laciex ſeems to have imitated in an epigram : 
Aye A, &c. 


I once was Achementdes — 
And now Menippus claims me is own, 
Thus paſs I {till from one to t' others hand; 
Nor this nor that man's; | Lelong to none, 
But change as fortune pleaſes to command. 


(8) If, & All the metaphor here 3 falcoary, 
te LL Ae _— 


Vor. II. 8 


SCENE 
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Scxnz VI. FEALOUSY. 


Trifies light as air, 
Are to the jealous, confirmations ſtrong, 
As proofs of holy writ. 


ScENE VIIL The Tortures of Jealouſy. 


Euter Othello. 
Tags. Look, where he comes ! not poppy, nor 


Nor all. the drouſy ſyrups of the world, ä 
Shall ever medicine thee to that ſweet fleep, 
Which thou o dſt yeſterday. 
Oth. Ha l falſe to me 
Jago. Why, how now, general, no more of that. 
_ gone, thou haſt fet me on the 
* . 
I fixear tis better to be much abuſed, 
Than but to know a little. 
Lage. How, my lord. 
Oth. What ſenſe had I of her ſtol'n hours of luſt ? 
I faw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me: 
I flept the next night well, fed well, was free and 


T found not Caffio's kiſſes on her lips; 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ſtol'n, 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 
8 to hear this. 

been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her fweet body, 
So I had nothing known. Oh now, for ever 
Farewel the tranquil mind. Farewel — 

Far 


Sr, eee vw r 
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Parewel the and the big war, 
That make ambition virtue ! Oh fare wel, 
Farewel the ſte:d, and the ſhrill trump, 
The ſpirit- ſtirring drum, the ear ear piercing fife, 
The coped donies, and all quality, 
Pride, pomp and circumſtance of glorious war : 
And O you mortal engines, u hoſe rude throats 
Th' immortal Jove's dread clamours counterfeit, 
Farewell Othello's occupation's gone. 

Iago. Ist poſſible, my lord? 

Oth. Villain, be ſure thou prove my love a whore; 
Be ſure of it : give me the ocular proof, 

- 7 - Aaron 

Or by the worth of mine eternal foul 
Thou had'ſt better have been born a dog, 
Than anfwer my wak d wrath. 

Lage. Is't come to this? 

Oth. Make me to ſee't, or, at the leaſt, ſo prove 


* 
Otb. If thou doſt flander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all remorſe; 
On horrors head, horrors accumulate, 
Do deeds to make heav'n weep, Rs ends 
For nothing can'ſt thou to damnation add, 
n 

n me 

tories oma? have you a ſoul? or ſenſe? 
God be wi” you: take mine office. O wretched fool, 
That liv'ſt to make thine a vice! 
O monſtrous world ! take note, take note, O world, 
To be direct and honeſt is not ſafe. 
E thank you for this and from hence 
FI love no friend, ſith love breeds fuch offence. 
Oth. Nay, ftay—thou ſhould'ſt be honeſt. — 


S 2 Jags. 
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I ſhould be wiſe, for honeſty's a fool, 
And that it works for. 

Oth. By the 
I think my wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not ; 
I think that thou art juſt, and think thou art not; 
Tu have ſome proof. Her name that was as freſh 
As Dian's viſage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords or knives, 
Poiſon or fire, or ing ſtreams, 
Pll not endure it. Would I were ſatisfied | 


it, 
Twou ' d her amiable, ſubdue my father 
Entirely to her love: but if the loft it, 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye | 
After new fancies. She dying, gave it me, 


7 


And bid me, when my ſtate wou'd have me wiv'd, - 
To give it her. I did ſo; and take heed ont: C 
Make it a 1 1 1 nig! 
to 1 

the 

lie 

1. 

C 

The worms were hallow'd that did breed the ſilk, — 
And it was dy'd in mummey which the ſkilful fo þ 


Conferv'd of maidens hearts. L 
1 6 SCENE * 


38 
— 
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3c ENI XIII. A Lover's Computation of Time. 


What, keep a week away ? ſeven days and nights? 
Zight-ſcore eight hours? and love's abſent hours, 
More tedious than the dial eight · ſcore times ? 

Oh weary reckoning ! 
ACT IN. SCENE L 


Othello, before he falls into a Trance. 


Lie with her ! lie on her! lie with her! that's 
fullome: handkerchief—confeſſhons—conteſſions— 
handkerchief—I tremble at it—Nature would not 
inveſt herſelf in ſuch ſhadowing without ſome in- 
duction It is not words that ſhake me thus—piſtkr 
—noſes—-ears and lips —-is't poſſible conſeſs 


Scene V. Othello's exceſſive Fundueſ of bis 
Wife. 


» A fine woman! a fair woman ! a ſweet woman? 
d. Jago. Nay, you muſt forget that. | 
2 Oth. Ay, let her rot and periſn and be damn d ta 
night, for ſhe ſhail not live. No, my heart is turn d 
to ſtone: I ſtrike it, and it hurts my hand—Oh, 
the world hath not a fv:ceter creature—She might 
lie by an emperor's ſide and command. him taiks. 
lags. Nay, that's not your way. 
Oth. Hang her, I do but fay what ſhe is—ſo de- 
leate with her needle— an admirable muſician—— 
Oh, the will ſing the ſavageneſs out of a bea: ; of 
ſo high and plenteous wit and invention 

Iago. She's the worſe for all this. 

Orh. Oh, a thoufand, a thouſand times: and 
den of ſo gentle condition t—- 


UW lago 


396 . Bratt 
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x g certain—but 
Iago—Oh, Iago, the pity of it. „ 
Scenes VL Othe 
SCEN lo 
Su picions. 

Ay ! you did wiſh that I would make her turn 
; 


Sir, ſhe can 
2 turn and turn, and et 
l the can weep, fir, weep 


bauing 
A 


And ſhe” | 
s obedient : as you ſay obedient 3 


— we may fp roger. | 
—— Sir, to Cyprus 
Goats monkies |! [Exit Othello. 


Scene N. His N 

pathetic Uptraiding bis 
| — your ſpeech im- 
underſtand a fury in your words, 


th. Why? what art thou ? 


Def. Your wife 
— , my lord; your true and loyal 
me ſwear it; damn thyſelf, leſt being 
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away, away, away 
the heavy day! why do you weep 
the motive of theſe tears, my locd ? 
y you my father do ſuſpect, 
An inſtrument of this your calling back, 
Lay not your blame on me; if you have loſt him, 
Why I have loſt him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas'd heaven, 
To try me with affliction, had he rain'd 
All kind of fores and ſhames on my bare head, 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips; 
' Given to captivity me and my hopes ; 
Er. yy ney om nan paged a fang 
A 1ence. to make me 

- 137 
| To point his flow, un-moving finger at 
Yet could I bear that, too, well, very well: 
But there, where I have garner'd up my heart, 
Where either I muſt live, or bear no life, 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elſe dries up, to be diſcarded thence; 
Or keep it as a ciſtern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in; (10) Turn thy complexi- 


8 7 


e thyſelß, 
ſenſe, 
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Patience, thou young and roſe-lip'd cherubin, 
Ay, there look grim as hell. 
De/. J hope my noble lord eſteems me honeft. 
Oth. Oh, ay, as ſfammer-flies are in the ſham- 
en 
weed! 
Who art fo lovely fair, and ſmelP fo ſweet, 
That the ſenſe akes at thee ; 
Wouldſt thou had'ſt ne er been born 
Def. Alas! what 1 lin have I committed ? 
Otb. Was this fair paper, this moſt goodly book 
Made to Wow upon? what, what commit- 
ted b 
Committed? Oh, thou public commoner, 


I ſhould make very forges of my cheeks, 
That would to cinders burn vp mcdeſty, 


Did I but ſpeak hy deeds. What, what commit- - 


ted ? 
Heav'n ftops the noſe at it, and the moon winks 3 
The bawdy wind, that kiſſes all it meets, 
Is huſh'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
And will not hear't. What, committed? impu- 
dent ſtrumpet 
Def. By heaven! you do me wrong. 
Oth. Are not you a ftrumpet ? 
Def. No, as I am a chriſtian. 
If to preſerve this veſſel for my lord 
From any other foul, unlawful touch, 
Be not to be a ſtrumpet, I am none. 
Oth. What, not a whorc ? 
D-/. No, as I ſhall be faved- 
Ot. It ? EE 73 
Dej. Oh, heav'n forgive us! KP ag 


(31) © ben, &c.] This paſſage ſeerns to need no alteratzace: 
«© Oh thou Wweed---who art not 2 * lævely * iaviting us t 
6. 


Ot. 


ſmell, bat a!ſo deft really ſmell ſo 2065; thats 


even with blowing. (11) O thou 


B>OÞOUoOOos 2 
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Scene XI. Deſdemona's Faibfulneſs. 


Alas, Iago! 
ese 
Good friend, go to him; for by this light of heav n. 
I know not how I loſt him. (12) Here I kneel; 
If e er my will did treſpaſs gainſt his love, 
Or in diſcourſe or thought, or actual deed ; 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears or any ſenſe 
them on any other form ; 
Or that I do not yet and ever did, 
And ever will, og he ob es ce ol 
To beggarly divorcement, him dearly, | 
Comfort forſwear me. Unkindneſs may do much, 
And his unkindneſs may defeat my life, 
But never taint my love. 


AC V. SCENE VL 
A Bed-chamber : Deſdemona is diſcovered aſleep 
in ber Bed. 
Enter Othello with a light and a fword. 
Oth. It is the cauſe, it is the cauſe, my foul: 
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Let me not name it to you, ye chaſte ſtars, 
It is the cauſe.— Vet Ill not ſhed her blood, 
Nor ſcar that whiter ſkin of hers than ſnow, 
And ſmooth as monumenta! alabaſter : 
Lays down the ſword. 
Yet ſhe muſt die, elſe ſhe'll betray more men: 
(13) Put out the light, and then—pnt out the light. 
If I quench thee, thou flaming miniſter, 
F can again thy former light reſtore, | 
| nw — 1 — 2 Hogs = 
ing” ern of ing nature, 
I know not where is that Promethean heat, 
That can thy light re · lumine. [Sets down the taper. 
When I have pluck'd thy roſe, 
I cannot give it vital growth again; 
t needs muſt wither. —Pl ſmell thee on the tree. 
[Kiſſing ber. 
O balmy breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade 
ice to break her fword. One more, one more; 
thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after. One more, and that's the laſt; 
So ſweet, was ne*er ſo fatal I muſt weep, 
But they are cruel tears: this forrow's heavenly ; 
It ftrikes, where it doth love. 


Sczxz VII. Othello's Confuſion, after having 
murder d bis Wife. 


Yes, *tis and s dead. 
"Tis 3 Cafſio's death; 
The noiſe was high. de 

Still as the grave. Shall ſhe come in? t good? 


(13) Put out, &c.] The preſent paſſage hath been much cri- 
ticiſed upon, and is ſo generally known and talk'd of, there re- 
mains little to be ſaid concerning it: I ſhall therefore ealy add 
the manner of reading it, which I have adopted, not only as 
wott uni verſally received, but it alſo ſeems to be moſt worthy of 


I think 


OT HELL O. 


I think ſhe ſtirs again—No—what's the beſt? 

If ſhe come in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my wife; 
My wife! my wife! what wife ? I have no wife. 
Oh inſupportable l oh heavy hour! 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge eclipſe 
Of ſun and moon, and that th” affrighted globe 
Shouid yawn at alteration — 
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His Love for ber. 


Had ſhe been true, 
I heaven would make me fuch another world, 
. Of one entire and perfect chryſolite, 
F I'd not have fold her for it. 


ScENE IX, His bitter Remorſe. 


Lo! I have a weapon: | 
A better never did itfelf ſuſtain 
t; Upon a ſoldier's thigh. I've ſeen the day, 
That with this little arm, ard this good iword, 
5 Fre made my way through more impediments, 
Than twenty times your ſtop. But, oh vain boaſt! 
Who can controul his fate Ay +. not ſo now. 
Be not afraid, though you me weapon'd; 
WV n 
And very ſea mark of my utmoſt fail. 
Do you go back diſmay'd? tis a loſt fear: 
Man but a ruſh againſt Othello's breaſt, 


A better, &c ] In the Doxble Falbud there is exactly the 
fame exprefſion, whether Shakeſpear*s, or introduced by Thee- 
bald, I cannot pronounce, 

Wear I not a ſword ? 
Ne'er on man's thigh rode better. 


A. 3. & 3. 
And 
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And he retires : Where ſhould Othello go ? 
Now—how doſt thou look now? Oh ill-ſtarr'd 
wench ? 

Pale as thy ſmock! when we ſhall meet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my foul from heav'n, 
And fiends will fnatch at it. , cold, my girl? 
Een like thy chaſtity. O curſed flave! 


Scenzs X. His laff Speech. 


Soft you; a word or two before you go, 
r 
No more of that. I pray you in your letters, 
When you ſhall theſe unlucky deeds relate, 

ak ot me, as I am: nothing extenuate, 

ſet down aught in malice. Then muſt you 


ſpeak 
reer but too well; 
one, not eaſily jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extream; of one, whoſe hand, 
Like the baſe (14) Judean, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe; of one, whoſe eyes, 
Albeit 


14) Iden. ] The elder quarto gives us Indian, it was for 
af * have X. chang'd into ani; Lil 3 beach 
'd the line will run very well; and 1 ſuppoſe, he al- 


fudes to the well-known ftory of Herd ard Mariamne his wiſe ; 
circumſtances rot unlike this of Orhella and Deſdemona, 
huſbands lov'd violenily, both were jealous, both were 
_ of nes „ — beſides, the word tribe, 
w to rm ng, and in rt of it we 
7 that in the year 1613, the 14% Naa Carew, 
publiſhed 


may add, * 


fk len Proper ute 


Vo 
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Richard IL s 


ACT L SCENE IL 


REPUTATION. 


WP HE pureſt K 
Men are but gilded loam or painted clay. 


Scens IM. CO AR DICE. 


That which in mean men we entitle patience, 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breaſts. 


SczN E VI Baie, Conſolation under it. 


(2) All places that the eye of heaven viſits, 
Are to a wiſe man ports and havens. 
Teach thy to reaſon : 
There is no virtue like neceſſity, 

And think not, that the king did baniſh thee; 
But thou the King. Woe doth the heavier fit 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 


(1) See Othelh, p. 192. 
en to this is the beginning of the g th aft 
All places are eur country, where we're well, 
Which to the wile, is whereſoc'er they dwell. 
S8. A. Fanſbawe. 
Go 


SS. S.. = 


29 
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Go ſay, te ig exit the Or ppl, 
not the 
ods ſuppoſe, | 


2 1 1 Ay fray - 


Look, 9 foul bold dear 


Thoughts, incffetual to moderate Ait 


his hand, 
Oh, who can hold © foe in a? 
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-wench : 


ACTI SCENE I. 


ENGLAN D. 


Wy 'Þ > 


oops 


— — 
= 


— — 
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1 7 


Scenes XI. ane 


The bay-trees in our country all ure wither'd. 
And meteors fright the fixed ſtars of heaven; 

be pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth ; 
And lean-look'd whiſper fearful change. 
Rich men look ſad, and ruffians dance and leap. 


ACT I SCENE-LIL 
Richard 10 England, on his arrival. 


— -parted mother with her child 
—_— y with her tears, 7 "Witt 


weeping, ſmiling, greet I thee, my earth, 
Seer 


Feed not thy ſovereign's foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy ſweets comfort his rav'nous ſenſo; 
But let. thy ſpiders which fuck up thy venom, 
And heavy-gaited toads he in their way; 
Wn with evening flags do moms thee. 
with ufurping do thee. 
7 nettles to mine enemies; 
when they from thy boſom pluck a flow'r, | 
Guard it, I pry'thee, wu a lurking adder ;-- 


di, &c.] The ſcale * io require fe. 


Whoſe 
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WW SS OBPALD>MRN I Þ © bY jo » © 02: ms 


Make duſt our paper, and with rainy ezes 
Write forrow on the boſom of the earth! 


Let's chuſe executors, and talk of wills; 


e 902 
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And tell ſad tories of the death of ki 
How ſome been depos'd, ſome ſlain in war; 
Some haunted by the ghoſts diſpoſleſs'd ; 
Some poiſon'd by their wives; killd: 
All murther d.— Por within the hollow crown * 
That rounds the mortal temples temples of a king, 
e hi ate, nn and there the antic ſits, 
his at his pomp; 
L 
8 de fear d, and kill with looks : 
him with ſelf and vain conceit, 
As if this fleſh which walls about our life, 
Were braſs i : and humour'd thus, 
Comes at the and with a little 
ta, - + \v- t- / + 20 
TD OO 
rev'rence: throw away reſpect, 
Tradition, form and ceremonious duty, 
For you have but miſtook me all this while: 
I live on bread like you; feel want like you; 


Tafte grief, want friends like you; ſubjected thus, 
How can you ſay to me, I am a king? 


ACT V. SCENE IL. 
Melancholy Stories. 


In winter's tedious nights fit by the fire, 
With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Ot woeful ages long 2go betid: 


An ove thes il grodaight, to quit their grief, 
* Fer, &c, So in Philafter, the king ſays, 


= what are we kings ? 
you, gods, place us above the reſt, 
bag Gta, flatter*d, and ador u till we 
—1—— 35 —.— thunder: 
And when we come to try the pow — ö 
c 


_—_— 


— 


A. 
T7 
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Tell them the lamentable fall of me, 
And fend the hearers weeping to their beds. 


Scxns IM. A deſcription of Bolingbroke's 
and Richard's Entry into London. 


Then, 8s © ſaid, the & ren 


Mounted upon 
Which his 111 
on his courſes 


With flow, but 
While a tongues <ry'd, G ve thee, Boling- 
A — 8 wip1ows ſpoke, 


So many greedy looks of y y oung bp Dp + 
caſements darted their defiring eyea 


Upon has viſage ; and that all the walls, 

With painted imag'ry, had ſaid at once, 

preſerve thee, welcome 

hilt he, from one five to the other turning, 

Bare-headed, lower than his proud ſteed's neck, 

= them thus; I thank you, countrymen; 
this 


ith doing, 2 
Dutch. Alas! „. 


York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 
After a well-grac'd aftor leaves the ſtage, 
Are id'; bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking bis prattle to be tedious: 
Eyen ſo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 


® The king afterwaids hearing of this horſe from his groom. 
obſerver, 


* 


proud, that Bolingbroke was on bis back + 
Thi hand bt ade him proud wk ue 
is im 
Wou'd he net ſtumble? &c. „ 


Did 


>» JIodidguobz 80 
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And theſe ſame thoughts this little world, 
In humour, like the of this world, 


— 


— _— 


"_ ä — — 
DO 2 — 


— 
— 


4„4yT 4 ——ſꝛc. : ˙ Fp — . —B RO 
- — - - ® 
- — — 
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For no thought is contented 


Thoughts tending to content, flatter themſelves, 
That are not the firſt of fortune's ſlaves, 


not be the laſt : (like filly beggars, 


[ arg I 
S107 290 $90 $50 $59 150 $50 $59 (57.150 $99 
ADOBE DLEAIEIAY 
The Life and Death of King 
RICHARD HI. 


ACTI SCENE I 
are our brows bound with victorious 


. . 38. the lat- 1 
The tel) But, Ee. ] Sex Longinue on the Subline. fe. 38. 


Why 


216 Tie Beauties of SHAKESPEAR. 


Why I, (in this weak piping time of peace) 
Have no delight to paſs away the time; 
Unleſs to ſpy my ſhadow in the fun, 

And deſcant on my own deformity. 

And therefore, fince I cannot prove a lover. 
To entertain theſe fair-well ſpoken days, 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleaſurers of theſe days. 


Scexez Il. Richard's Love for Lady Anne. 
'Thoſe of thine from mine have drawn 


tears, 
Sham'd their aſpeQts with ſtore of childiſh drops: 
Theſe which never ſhed remorſeful tear, 
2 


Not when my father York, = 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland 

When black-fac'd Clifford ſhook his fword at him; 
Nor when thy warlike-father, like a child, - 
Told the fad Rory of my father's death, 

And twenty times made pauſe to fob and weep, 
That all the ſtanders by had wet their cheeks, 
Like trees be-daſh'd with rain: in that fad time, 
My manly eyes dd ſcorn an humble tear: 

And what theſe ſorrows could not thence exhale, 


On bis own Perſon, after his fucce/sful Addreſſes. 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 


Ido 


SF 


is The Beauties of SHAKESPEAR: 


And cited up 2 thouſand heavy times, 
Richard ſpeaking of Richmond and his follow- 
(3) Pats r. + this play favs, * 
- weaning rags © 
IRE ESRe 
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That had befal'n us. As we pac'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 


Some lay in dead mens ſkulls; and in thoſe holes, 
eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 

4 the fly | 

woo” 

And mock'd the dend ber 


Who cry'd aloud— What for 
Can this dark monarchy ford its htm? 
HET 
an | 
. * " Dabbled 
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| Ame in by Tewkibury 
Brine on him, furice, take him to your torments! 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 


Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears 
I, trembling, wak'd; and for a ſeaſon after 
Could not believe but that F was in hell: 
Brat. No marvel, lord, that it aff Jou; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 
Clar. Ah! Brakenbury, I have done thoſe things 
For s ſake : and, ſee, how he requites me [ 
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appeaſe thee, 
But thou wilt be d on my miſdeeds, 
Yet execute thy on me alone; 


SORROW. 


Greatneſs, us Cares. 
An outward honour, for an inward toil; 
They often feel a world of endleſs cares; 


There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 


Scxxs V. The Murderers Account of Conſcience. 
Tu not meddle with z it is a dangerous thing, it 
en Ge, tis & 


See „ 28. & and the notes 
(5) See pages $7. 3 . foregoing- ah 


SrerggrrrzfR ht 
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accuſeth him ; 2 man cannot ſwear, but it checks 
him; a man cannot lye with his s wiſe, 
but it deteAs him. 'Tis a bluſhing ſhame-fac'd ſpi 
rit, that mutinies in 2 man's boſom; it fills one 
full of obſtacles. It made me once reſtore a purſe 
of gold, that by chance I found. It beggars any 
* IIA 
ties for a 
bogs gt Bp 
and live without it. 


ACT . SCENE I. 


Dutcheſs of York on the Misfortunes of ber Family: 


Accurſed and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 
My huſband loſt his life to get the crown, 
And often up and down my ſons were toſs d, 
For me to enjoy and weep their gain and loſs. 
And being ſeated, and domeſtic broils 
Clean overblown, themſelves, the conquerors, 
Make war TRIES, 
Self againſt if ſelf ; O moſt prepoſterous 

And framic outrage l and thy damned ſpleen ! 
Or let me die to look on death no more. 


DECETFT. 


Ah! that deceit ſhould teal ſuch gentle ſhape, 
And with'a virtuous vizor hide deep vice 


Submiſſion 10 Heaven, our Duty. 


(6) In common worldly thi 'tis call'd ungrateful 
With dall unwillingneis — a debt, 


(6) I= Ke. ] This is ſpoken by the marquis of to the 
mecen, Whew bewailing the lots of her huſband IV. 


U 3 Which 
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W hich with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;. 
Much more to be thus to heav'n; 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 


ACT WW SCENEYV. 
The vanity of Truſt in Man. 


(7) O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the 


Who builds his hope in air of your 
Lives like a drunken failor on a maſt, 
with every nod to tumble down 


Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 
Sctexe VII. CONTEMPLATION. 


When holy and devout men 
Are at their beads, tis hard to draw them thence, 
So ſweet is zealous contemplation. 


ACT NV. SCENE I. 


Deſcription of the Murder of the two young 
Princes 'm the Tower. 


The and bloody act is done: 
2 — maſſacre, 
That ever yet this land was of! 
akd Forreſt, whom I did ſuborn 
To do this piece of ruthleſs butchery. 


Albeit they were fleſht villains, bloody dogs, 


of God! 
ir looks, 


(7). Se. ] This palidly might hove rifes foo the followiag 
nes 11 
li is better to truſt inthe Lord, than to put any conkdence ig 


Tt is better to truſt in the Lord, than confidence 
princes, de Hue wa, 20h pe ORE * 
Melting 


HARE £5 C> > IA dw 
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Wept two children in their death's fad ſtory. 
O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle babes ;— 
Thus, thus, (quoth Forreft,) girdling one another. 
Within their innocent alabaſter arms; 
Their lips were four red roſes on a ſtalk, 
And in their ſummer beauty kiſſ d each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay, 
Which once, (quoth Forreſt) almoſt chang'd my 


But, oh ! the Devil—there the villain ſtopt: 
When Di thus told on—we {:nothered 
The moſt repleniſhed fweet work of nature, 
That from the prime creation ere ſhe fr 
Hence both are gone with conſcience aοο⁰i 
They could not tpeak, and fe I lert ham bull, 

To bear theſe tidings to the b oO, ing. 


EXPEDITIG Q. 
Come, L have learn'd, that fearful couunen- 


ti 
dne to dull delay: 
Delay leads impotent and ſnail pac'd beggary.. 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's mercury, and herald for a king. 


Scene IV. Queen Margaret's Exprobation. 


I call'd thee then poor ſhadow, painted 
One heav'd on high, to be hurP'd down ** 
A mother only mock d with two fair babes 
A dream of what thou waſt; a gariſh flag, 


wing 3 Sc.] The favourite apopthegm of Alexander way 
W @raÞaxx: : nothing is to be 'd; and Caſer, 

ee is . — CER Har ſalia . WT" 4 
Talk moras, ſemper necuit 


11 differre parats. 
* Hence dull delays, they harm dhe ca uſe ig hand. 
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To be the aim of ev'ry dangerous ſhot; 

A fign of dignity , a breath, a bubble; 

A queen in jeſt, only to fill the ſcene. 
Where is thy huſband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children? wherein doſt thou joy? 


Who. ſues and kneels, and fays, God fave the 


queen ? 
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee? 
W here 14 thronging troops, that follow d 


Decline all this, and ſee what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a moiſt diſtreſſed widow ; - 
For joy ful mother, one that wails the name; 
For one being ſu'd to, one that humbly ſues; 
For queen, a very caitiff crown'd with care; 
— that _ now ſcorn'd of me; 
or one being fear'd » (3) now fearing one; 
For one c ing all, obey'd of none. 
Thus hath the courſe of juſtice wheel'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 
Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 


Scene V. His Mither's Charafter | 
Richard. ELM 


Tetchy and ard wa thy infancy ; 
Thy 2 trightful, deſp'rate, wild, and 
ious: 


Thy prime of manhood, dari ng, bold and ventu- 


rous; 
Thy age confirm d, proud, ſubtle, fly and bloody. 


(8) New fearing ene. ] It is very poſſible to underſtand and give» 
: ſenſe to this, as it is now read; but 1 ſhould apprehend the au- 
— deing fear 'd of all aring all 
or one ear + now feari : 
e 2 next line, but the whole manager 
e as well as uperior elegance given to the 
Gge, ſeem to confirm, WY w_ 
TOO ACT 


Ar 


FE. F EPfiagager 
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ACT V. SCENE IL 
HOPE. 
True hope is ſweet, and flies with ſwallows 
King ka bands; end — 
Scan Il. A fine Evening. 


weary ſun hath made a ſet, | 
ga, by the gt tlie ey a 
Sczxz IV. Daybreak. | 
The filent hours fieal on, 
And flaky darkness breaks within the eaſt. 
Richmond's Prayer. 
end be wht yo 


Look on my | 
+ +, "WY | 

down with a hes fall 
: 

| 


ho TIOOl the winter of ihe wes : 


Scens V. Richard farting aut of bis Dreams 


Give me another horſe——bind up my wounds. 
Have mercy, Jetu—Soft, I did but dream, 


Q coward 
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Scones coniigare | bow GB Gen ER me” 
ight burns blue—is it not dead mid-night 
Cold Ra hee and on 2 Genie 6 
What ? do I fear myſelf? 


Scents VII CONSCIENCE. 


Conſcience is but a word that cowards uſe, 
Devis d at firſt to keep the ſtrong in awe. 


Richard before the Battle. 


A thouſand hearts are great within my boſom, 
Advance our ſtandards, ſet upon our foes; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, 
Inſpire us with the ſpleen of fiery dragons, _ 
Upon them (9) victory Tits on our helme 


Sczxz VII. Aliren. Exter King Richard. 


L. Richard. — 2 a horſe | my kingdom ſor 
a horfe 
Cutes. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to a 


- K. Richard. Slave, I have ſet my life upon acaſt, 
And I will ſtand the hazard of the dye; 
I think there be fix Richmonds in the field; 
Five have I ſlain to day inſtead of him. 
A horſe}! a horſe | my kingdom for a h 


1 
Lernt. 


(9) Fifey, %c.] The image here is fine and noble : Mie. 


— 


Do Wha 
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Romeo and JuLI Er. 


ACT L SCENE l. 
LOVE. 


OV Eis a ſmoke rais'd with the fume of fghs, 


Ina pays ratings eres es 


What is it elſe ? a madneſs moſt diſcreet, * 
A choaking gall, and a preſerving ſweet ! 


Scene V. On Dreams. 


2 0 
: 


She 
In 
On 
Dra 
Ath 


wn 
wart mens 


pr 
ö 
7 


— 
— 
— 


4 | 


This has been read Fairies, but Mr. V. 
the lines following, — 


de their midwife The word bs ets i 
— for form, fine, d.. A, " 
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Sometimes 


: 
gallops o'er a (2) „„ 


with bim. 
hrs I. 


. 
4 . 
. 
. 
* 
i. . > a9 a «- 


Arorr. 
08, 
Tur 


L 1117 : 
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oblequie of kin 
and double fee: 


ions ſces: 


laws, 


into nature's 


when he lung vacati 


eams of terms 


enquiry 
writing down my 


Me an 

And 
The lawyer dr 
Aud tembles 


vor. II. 


111 
F , 
= 
: 


775 
| 


15 
f 


'F 
] 


is ſne 
Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace: 
Thou talk ſt of nothing. 


* 


nothing, but vain phantafy, 
is as thin of fubſtance as the air, 


The miſer hides his wealth, 
echoing woods his born the buntſman winds : 

The whore writes billet-doux; th” adultrefs bribe;: 

The op'ning the timorous hare purſues, 


Hie Ferrera ry 


41 


; 
Fi 


jus * 


* 
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To twinkle in their ſpheres till they return. 
What if her were there, they in her head? 
The bei of her cheeks would ſhame thoſe 


Ma 


* 


—. 


longer a Capulet. 

Rom. Shall 3 ial 1 fpeak an thin? 
| 22 

Jul. "Tis bat thy name that is my enemy 


By any other name would ſmell as fweet. 


e. were he not Romeo call d, 


8 Eee 325 1 FE 


Romeo and Juliet. 
Rom. L take thee at thy word: 
Call me but love, and Pll be new baptiz'd, 


Ful. What man art thou that thus beſcreen'd n 


night 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel? 
Ram. By a name | 
I know not how to tell thee who I am: 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myſelt, 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee. 
Had I it written, I would tear the word. 
an, e 
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Of that tongueꝰs uttering, yet I know the found. 
n and a Mountague? 
» fair ſaint, if either thee diſpleaſe.· 


auc 


ee alle re high. and hard to climb, 
And the place death, conſidering who thou art, 
A ® With love light wing did 

Rom: With 8 wings ober- perch 
For fea is comes hab ve gas 


X 3 | — 
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— 8 Thebeld bas obſerved, or: 
D ee] 3s cbr from Ovid or N. 


— Fidet | 
Jupiter, & venter irvite ferre jubet, 'Tibul. I. 3. & 7 


At lovers laughs away, 
Had bids — © oxy cop 
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Se have: 
Mi bounty is as boundleſs as 

My love as deep; - 1+ Ag 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fome noife within, dear love, adieu. 


non, good nurſe—Sweet be true: 
27 v5 a little, I will come again. 
m. O bleſſed, bleſſed night. I am afraid 
All this is but a dream I hear and fee; 
Too flaitering fweet to be ſubſtantial. 


Re-enter Juliet above. 


Jul. 6 ng dear Romeo, and good night 


If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpoſe marriage, 
By ous that Fl procure ts came ts thee, 
Where and what time thou wilt perform 
And all my fortunes at thy foot Flt lay, 
And follow thee, my love; 2 
Madanr. 
I come anon—but if thou — 
I do beſeech thee—[Wih:it: Madam. ] By and by 
F come—— 


night. Exit. 
A thouſand times the worſe er 
light. 


Enter Juliet again.” 


Hiſt! Romeo, hiſt! O for a falkner” voice, 
To lure this taflet gratle back 5 


Bondage is hoarſe, and may not ſpeak aloud, 


ſend me word to-morrow, 
perform the right; 


Ss Fr gp 


7 Perro 99 


* 


Romeo and Juliet. 


Elſe would I tear the cave where echo lies, 
And make her airy tongue 


* ä 


Scr E V. Love's Heralds. 
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Therefore do nimble pinion d doves draw love, | 
And therefore hath the wind- ſwift Cupid wings. 


Sc VI. Violent Delights, not laſting. 


Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their tri die: like fire and powders 
Which as they meet, conſume. 


Lover, Lights of Foot. 


O ſo light of foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint; 
A lover may beſtride the goſſamour, 
That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 6 
And yet not fall, fo light is vanity. 


-% 
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ACT WI. SCENE W. 


| A Lover's Impatience. 


Callop apace, you fiery-footed ſteeds, 
To Phœbus' manſion; fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton, would whip you to the weſt, 


Leap to theſe arms, untalk'd of, and unſeen. 
Lovers can fee to do their am'rous rites = 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 
It beſt agrees with night. 
in. ruz-ownys, de the fun; whom he ele- 
8 the AK 
of the ſun driving his chariot of light through the heavens, ard 
running down the welt From the eyes of mortals to the arms ct 
Ris celeſtial miſtreſs. 
Scent 


Romeo and Juliet. 239 


Sc RE V. Romeo, on bis Baniſbment. 


SCENE, The Monaſtry. 
Romeo and the Friar. 


Rom. Ha, baniſhment! be merciful, ſay deati:; 
For exile hath more terror in his look 
'Than death itfelf. Do not ſay baniſhment. 
| #1. Here from Verma ere this biathes: 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 
Rom. There is no world without Verona's walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itſelf. 

Hence baniſhed, is baniſh'd from the world, 

And world-exiPFd is death; that baniſhed, 

Is death mis-term'd: calling death baniſhment, 
Thou cut ſt my head off with a golden ax, 

And ſmiPFft upon the ſtroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin; Orude unthankfulneſs 
'Thy fault our law calls death, but the kind prince 
Taking thy part, hath ruſh'd aſide the law, 

And turn'd that black word death to baniſhment; 

This is dear mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 
. heaven is here 

iet hves; and every cat and 

— go ages N 

2 Hl 

But Romeo may not. More validity, 

More honeurable ſtate, more courtſhip lives 

In carrion flies, than Romeo: they may ſeize 

On the white wonder of dear Juliet's hand, 

And fteal immortal ble from her lips; 

But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed ! 

O father; haſt thou no ſtrong poiſon mixt, 


240 The ? 
Beaiities of Suaresrran; 


No ſharp-ground 
knife, no preſent means of death, 
O friar 
X "the damned uſe thet weed i hel 
5 


give thee 
* armour to bear off that word, 


ing li 
— 
- 2 —— 


A Tr. 
aking the meaſure un-made grave. 


Juliat's Chander, 


Enter Romeo 
and 
2 a window 
— 3 @ lad- 


Ful. Wil 
t thou be gone? it is not yet near da 
It 


Ritt 


J 1115 11 


a 15 
32 
1 
HE 
111 : 
HEATERS 5 


ear 
the 
lad- 
It 


242 The Beautics of Su aks er AR; 
Do lace the ſevering clouds in yonder eaſt: 


Night 


s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 


Stands tiptoe on the miſty mountain tops. 


I muſt be gone and live, or ſtay and die. 


N 22g. 


See Dryden's Virgil for the enſuing 
; Aurora now left her fa : 


Now roſe the ruddy morn from T 

And with the dawn of day the fſties o' erſpre ad 
Nor long the ſun his daily courſe withheld, 
But added colours to the world revea!'s. 
Had ſcarcely ſpread the ſkies with roſy light: 

'T* etherial courſers dounding from the ſea, 
From out their flaming noſtrils breath'd the day. 


— 


eaſt her doors, 
— — flowers, 


And donn d her robes of pure vermilion hue: 
Her amber locks ſhe crown'd with roſes red, 
In Eden's flow'ry gardens gather'd new. 


Spenſer, in his Faerie Quecne. 
Now when the finger d morning fair 
Weary of aged Tithen's ſaffron bed, l 
Had ſpread her le robes thro” dewy air, 
The royal virgin, &c. 


Jul. 


this win appear by the following inſt ances, de. See Lay A- 
naftery, * 


ce 
M 
on 
15 
th. 
oc 
wc 
lin 
lik 
tit 
ba 
the 
we 
te 


i 
1 12 1 > 


22411 
52 
2 


hint of the following lines in his inleni- 


1 
TH. 
| 3 35 71111 11 j 
111 110 00 1 15 1211 N 2115 
HH ; 


> white, Gov halt net gp fo foon- 
„ let me be ta'en and de: 


: ' N 
With reeky ſhanks, and ——— 
er 
(Things that to hear them nam d, have made me 


tremble) 
And I will do it without fear or doubt, 
To live an unſtain d wife to my fweet love. 


Juliet's Saliloguy, an drinking the Potion. 


I have a faint cold fear thrills my Veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of li 
PH call them back again to comfort me. 
Nurſe—what ſhould ſhe do here? 


My 


— 


Farewell-God knows when we ſhall meet again! 


SPSSOASPESPESOS asser seo 


"OF 


HO WFOd ze Aw 


— 
n 


My diſmal ſcene I needs muſt act alone: 

ads ods mixture do not work at 
Shall I of force be married to the count ? 

No, no, this ſhall forbid it; — 

b - to a M 
What if is bs © naifen; whit the Br = * 
Subtle hath miniſtred, to have me dead, 

Left in this age he ſhould be diſhonour'd, 
Becauſe he ied me before to Romeo ? 

I fear, it is; and, yet, methinks, it ſhould not, 
For he hath ſtill been tried a holy man.— 
How, if, when I am laid into the tomb, 
1 wake before the time that Romeo 
Comes to redeem me? there's a fearful point ! 
Shall I not then be ſtifled in the vault, 

To whoſe foul mouth no healthſome air breathes in, 
And there be ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes? 
Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 
Together with the terror of the place, 

(As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

87 Where, for theſe many hundred years, the bones 

Of all my buried anceſtors are packt; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
me Lies feſtring in his ſhroud : where, as they ſay, 
At ſome hours in the night, ſpirits refort—) 

Alas, alas! is it not like, that I 
So early waking, what with loathſome ſmells, 

Aud ſhricks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 

That living mortals, hearing them, run mad.— 

Or, if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, 
aink Invironed with all theſe hideous fears, 

, And madly play with my fore- father's joints, 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his fhroud? 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 
As with a club, daſh out my defp*rate brains? 

© look, m*thinks, I fee my coutin's ghoſt. 
” * 3 | 


9 


Seek; 


e eee 

| ſpit his body 
pos Bead 

[She throws berſelf on the bed. 


Sczxz XI. Joy and Mirth mm d to their 
| Contraries. 


Our bridal flowers ſerve for a buried coarſe, 
And all things change into their contraries. 


ACT v. SCENE l. 
Romeo's Deſcription of; and Diſcourſe with, th: 


Well, Juliet, I will he with thee to night; 
Let's ſee i means—O miſchief! thou art ſwift 


— 
2 
by 
+ 


if — Garth, in his v, bath endeavoured to 
imitate this excellent deſcription of Shake/pear's; the lines them- 
felves will be the beſt proof of his ſucceis: 

* | 


8 


7 


111 


: 


41 


F 
Fr 
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a4 The Beauties of SyuaxESrEAR? 


diſpatch you ſtraight. 


Rom. There is thy gold; worſe poiſon to mens 
ſouls, p 


Scene IV. Romeo and Paris. 


Par. Stop thy unhallowed toil, vile Montague. 
Can vengeance be purtucd farther than death? 
Condemns villain! I do apprehend thee, 

Obey and go with me, for thou muſt die. 

Rom. I muſt indeed, and- therefore came I hi- 

ther. | 

— Good gentle youth, tempt not a deſp'rate man. 
oor ata ac 4 
et 

* Think upen, c.] Meaning Mercutio and Thal. This ſhort 


ene between Remes and Paris, | have always th extreme- 
ly affecting. Nothing can raiſe the character of the former, mere 


- Chan his unwillingneſs tu fight, notwithſtanding the higheſt pro- 
vacation; and when at laſt he is obliged to Kill his adverfary in 
bis own defence, his tenderneſs on diſcovery that he is his rival, 
is inceeaſed, and in the moſt pathetic manner he takes the dying 


Give 


Faris by the hand. 


2 As +0 " Fas 4 2 #1 vii Im ©»© 


-  & @ SCENE I. 


PAINTING. 


HE painting is almoſt the natural man: 
For ſince difhonour traffics with man's na- 


; Scene V. The pleaſure of doing good. 


Oh, vou gods, (think I,.) what need we have 
never have need of em? 


come nearer to you: we are born to do be- 
ts. And what better or properer can we call our 
n, than the riches of our friends? O, what a 
precious comfort tis to have ſo many, like bro- 


thers, commanding one another's fortunes ? 
The Grace of a Cynic Phil»ſopher. 


To truſt man on his oath or bond: 


ſie, 
L have retir d me to a waſtful cock (1), 
And ſet mine eyes at flow. 


Scans V. The Ingratitude of Timon's Friends. 
They anſwer in a joint and corporate voice, 


That now they are at fall, want treafure, cannot 
Do what they would; are ſorry, you are honoura- 
But yet 

hat 


(z) Fraflims) i, 6, Thaſe breaks e puck as are ex> 
©. 5 2 
Vo. II. 2 Tim 


x 
- 
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Tim. You gods reward them! 
I pr”ythee, man, look cheerly. old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them itary : 
Their blood is cak d, tis cold, it ſeldom flows, 
*Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 
And nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth, 
Is faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 


ACT WH SCENE I. 
Miſerable Shifts of a falſe Friend. 


think ſt thou? and what hath he ſent now? 

ford aaa tags 
; requeſting to inſtant 

n 


Ire 
L 
: 
i 
: 
; 


z 
h 
[> 


pt 
H 


# 
115 
; 


f 
; 


I was ſending to the Lord 


12 


Timon of Athens. 255” 


Timon myſelf, theſe gentlemen can witneſs; but 
| would not for the wealth of Athens, I had'done't 
now. Commend me bountifully to his good lord- 
ſhip, and I hope his honour will conceive the fair- 
eſt of me, becauſe I have no power to be kind. 


N gen nus, will you 
befriend me fo far, as to ute my own words to him? 
Ser. Yes, Sir, | ſhall. [ Exit Servilius. 
L. Tu look you out a good turn, Servilius. 
True as you faid, Timon is ſhrunk indeed, 

Aud he that's once deny d will hardly tpeed. [Exif- 


Scene VI Apainft Duclling. 
Your wank have terk fark pains, as if they la- 
To into form, ſet quarrelling 


Upon the head of valour, which, indeed, | 
Is valour mis-begot, and came into the 


Are & For 


When ſets and faQtions were but newly born. 
He's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 


8 $ 


ACTIN. SCENE L 


niſh Without the Walls of Athens. 

Timon Execratiens an the Athenians. 
Let me look back upon thee, O, thou wall, 
That girdleſt in thoſe wolves! dive in the earth, 
do (3) ad make, &c.] The firſt part of the ſentence is explained 
ors ehe, ©* He's truly valiant, We. that can make his 

. ꝶ—— 

2 2 
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A dedicated, e In Rimes and Jubet, xt the beginning, 
42A, bit by an exvious worm, 
Ere he his ſweet wings to the ai 
Or dedicate is beauty to the ſun. * 
In the next lice, the zuthor ſeems to have had his eye on 
trite and well-known line of Ovid's; | 
(s) What is, Kc. See 28 of this volume, Ben. Johnſon, 
in bs Feſens, peaking ee foys, 
. 
1 can X 
: He hall be noble, valiant, honeſt, wiſp———— 
e, Meſe. And what he will, fir. A@ f. 8. 1. 
Which lines are an exact tranſlation of the following from He- 


ivtus, „ divi | 9 
— 1 mage * 
Clarus s, jaftus, ſapiens; etiam yew 
2 — | L. 4. 5 3. 
| leave the learned reader to judge, Which of the two, this claſ- 
82822 14» 


; 


P dGnattoraan oe ati... 


Win lug your prieſt and ſervants from your fides: 
luck ſtout pillows frem below their heads. 


z 


. 


11 


81 
| 


= 


7 


Weld caſt the 

gorge at, 

To th* Apri again. 
2 i 

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right . 


Scene IV. Timon 10 Alcibiades. 


9 


E —— * 


SFP Sorg sperre 


2 "1-1-1. 


. 
8 


Ter, 


gen 


= i pip 


Timon of Athens. - 259: 
Will o'er ſome high-vic'd ci his poiſon - 
See 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard; 
He is an uſurer. 2 
It is ber habit only that is honeſt, 
Herſelf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make ſoft thy trenchant fword : for thoſe milk paps 
'That the window-lawn bore at mens eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ; 


babe, . 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles . from. - fools extort & their 


mercy: : 
Think it a baſtard, whem the oracle 
Pp doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſhall cut, 
mance it fans remorſe. Swear agai a I 
re 
Whole proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor 
babes, 


Nor fight of prieſt in holy veſtments bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot.. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers. 
Make large confuſion ; and thy fury ſpent, 


Confounded be thy ſelf l Speak not, be goac! 


To the Courtezans. 


hearſe : for to be henry claims reverence : this, not 
28 teaches us : * 
up before b 

molt proper, as 


260 The Beauties of Su anzrnan! 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 


And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you. 


could never mean Give the Flamen the boary leprofy that 
fealde ;, hear, in this ſenſe is fo ambiguous, that the conffruftion 
ha: diy :dmits it, and the oppoſition pl ai ; 

ing.” See Crit. Obſervations, p. i198 Tho, | 


require the ber 
confeſs 


muſt 


Mr. 's conjecu e very ingen and acknowledge with 
— 1 „ as it ſtands, can rever be — word; yes 

ithe can I think, Searſe, to be io: tho” pe: it may ſeem 
unreaſonable in me to condemn it, — 1 > to offer 
a better in its place. But I am apt to imagine is a word 


><! Srrser prager ag 2 


forne means or other flipt out of the text, and wanted 
— the atte iſk. 


———— the haar Flamen 


What the word ſo loſt is, or how it muſt be 
ly conjeftured, fo that every reader will have 2 

tunity of trying his critical ity; the epithet i 
there is 


IR 
0 | 

And not believes himſelf. 

Thus, that part of the Flamen, which procures him reverence 

is beer head would ſuffer, and thes the puniſhments are varied. 

t this is only gueſe-work, and yet in ſuch caſes we have a 
Pp . daring work of alteration, than 

where an author's text is corrupt only to our feeble imaginati- 

ons. ä 


better 


30 — _— ht 4 —_— 
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Timon of Athens. 261 
Scexs V. Timon's Refleftions on the Earth. 


Teems and feeds all; oh, thou! whoſe ſelf- ſame 
mettle 


(Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft) 
— the ONS res - 
newt, 'd worm ; 
With all 9 below (r0) criſp day 
rred births de 4 
2 
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Timon Diſcourſe with Apemantus. 


rere 


poor unmanly melancholy, ſprung 
a 


By putting on the cunning of a carper- 

on 

Be thou a flatt'rer now, and ſeek to thrive. 

By that which hath undone thee ; hinge thy knee, 
Dre 
Blow off thy i ici 
Aud call it 


3 : *tis moſt juſt 

That thou turn raſcal: hadſt thou wealth again, 

Raſcals ſhould hav't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 
Tim. Were | like thee, I'd throw away myſelf. 


2 Thov'lt cat away e, being like thy- 
2 en en 


thou, 
That the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 
de ene dtd 


2 — page thy heck, 


_ tn This till alter'd by Mr. Warberton > * 
E rr 


Seen 
8 


Thou gav'ifthine ears, like tapſters, that bid v 


AA 


Timon of Athens. 263 


Are 
5 * taſte 

To cure thy o'er it? Call the creatures 
Whoſe naked natures live in all the ſpight 

Of wreakful heav'n, whoſe bare unhouſed trunks, 
To the conflifting elements expos'd, 

Anſwer meer nature; bid then flatter thee : 
Oh l thou ſhalt find 


Tim. Thou art = fave, whom fortune's tender 


Hadi thou, like us, from our firſt fwath 
n affords, 

To fuch, as may the paſſive 

Freely command ; EARS dung 'd thy- 


In 


riot, melted down thy 
ifferent beds of luſt, and never learn'd 


In 
— | The precepts of reſpo?2, but followed 


The fugar'd game before thee. But myſelf, 
Who had the world as my wn 4 


"The mouths, the tongues, the eye, the hearts of 
Men 


At duty more than I could frame employments; 
That numberleſs upon me ſtruck, as leaves 
Do on the oak ; have with one winter's bruſh 
Fall n from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every ſtorm thatblows, I to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is ſome burthen, 
Thy nature did commence in ſuff rance; time 
„ Why ſhouldft thou hate 
men 

They never flatter'd thee. What haſt thou giv'n? 
If thou wilt curſe thy fa. her, that poor 
Muſt be thy ſubject; —— put uff 
To ſome ſhe-beggar, and d thee 
4nd ue hereditary. aw! 
not been born the worſt of men. 

| Thou 


r „ - — 


. 2 —ͤ—ũ—ꝛ — — tð 4 ð3a— Oe ood 


. hold in eſteem. 
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Theu hadft been knave and flatterer. 


On Gold. 


O, thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
Looking en the gold. 
"Twixt natural fon and fire l thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's pureſt.bed! thou valiant Mars! 
Though ever young, freſh, lov'd and delicate woo- 


er, 
(13) Whoſe. bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow, 
That lies on Dian's lap! thou viſible God, 
That ſouldreſt cloſe impoſſibilities, 
And mak ſt them kits! that ſpeak'ſt with every 


To every purpoſe! Oh, thou touch of hearts 

Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaſts 

May have the world in empire. 


SCENE VII. Timon ts the Thieves. 
Why ſhould you want? behold, the earth bath 


roots, 
Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings; 
The oaks bear maſts, the briers ſcarlet hips : 
The bountecus huſwife nature on each 
Lays her full meſs before you. Want? why want ? 
1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, wa- 
ter, 
As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. 
Tum. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds and 


(13) Wheſe bluſh, &c.] The imagery here is exquiſitely deau- 
and ſublime; and that fill heightened by allufion a fa- 
ble and „ „ flory of Danae and the 
den ſhower; and the of conſecrating to = god or goddeſs 
which, from s ſimilarity of nature, they were ſuppoſed to 
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5 
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Takes wealth and life together; Oxford edit. vul. Takt 
wealth and live together 


(14) Afeunds)] This formerly was man, and the alteration is 
ds and claimed by Mr. Thecbald and Mr. Warburton: the opinion they 
fuppoſe our author alludes to, is, that the ſaltneſs of the ſes is 
cauſed by ſeveral ranges or mounds of rocksfalt under water, 
with which reſolving liquor the ſea was impregnated. The. whole 
deau-¶ of this ſeems to be a good deal in the manner of AFracrem's ce- 
tebrated drinking ode, too well kauwn to be iuſerted here. 


You. II. 


A 2 ACT 


s Pe Brantics of Suakssrü an: 
ACT V. SCENE I 


Scrns V. Wrong and Inſolence. 


N 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eaſe; 


{rg} Aa, de.] See Ona, p. 237. 


Titus 
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Tres 


+ 


F 
i 


a 
E 


a 
Z 


- 


| 
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with a dayey farm they were fargriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a counſel- keeping cave; 
We may each wreathed in the others arms, 
{Our paſtime done) poſſeſs a lumber; _ 
Whilſt hounds and horns, and ſweet melodious birds 
Be unto us, as is a nurſe's 


lullaby, to bring her 2 


5 
1 


(3) A barren and deteſted vale, you fee, it is. 


The trees, tho* ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 


(3) Barren, &c.] 
Non Bec autumns tellus uiret ; aut alit herbas 


Ceſpite letus ager : non verno cants 
9 — 

. ara 
Nor feather'd warblers — —— ine, 
In vernal concert to the ruſtling boughs: a 
But chaos reigns, and ragged rocks around, 
With nought but baleful cypreſs are adorn'd, 


Tun m. tranflated by Baker.: 
"Unleſs 


Unleſs the ni owl, or fatal raven, | 
And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told me, here at dead time of the night, 
T thouland ſwelling toads, | 

en as urchins, 
N mortal » hearing it, 
Should fraie fall mad, or elſe die ſuddently. 


Scznz VI. Aring, in a dark Pit. 


(4) Upon his finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that li all the hole: 
in monument, 
upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And ſhews the ragged entrails of this pit. 


we | Young Lady playing on the Lute and finging. 


4 And in a tedious ſampler ſew d her mind. 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee; 
A craftier Tereus has thou met withal, 

And he hath cut thoſe off; 
That could have better few'd than Philomel. 
Oh, had the monſter ſeen thoſe lilly hands 
Tremble, like aſpen leaves, upon a lute - 


(4) Upm, &c.] We may ſupyole che 
pit by this ring ing of that kind 
it by 2 N 24. 


thrown into the 
ſpeaks of, in the 


firſt book of 4 


A dungeon horrible on all fides round : 
As one great furnace flam'd: yet from thoſe flames 
No light but rather darkneſs viſible 


Ser v' d only to diſcover lights of wee, &c. F. 61. 


8 : * . 
2 The ſeat of deſolation veid of lh, 
8 Save what the glimmering of theſe livid flames, 
Caſts pile and dreadful. —— FP. 181. 


A a 3 And 


— 


cage, 
me in mind of that moſt excellent 


feet.. 


and fell aſleep, 


| 


ny harmony, 
tongue hath made: 
has knife, 
the Thracian poet's 
pretty hollow 
melodious bird, it 


dropt 


= 
[a] 
-. 
10 
9 
mn 
= 
M4 
T 
< 


hich that ſweet 


He would not then have touch'sd them for his life. 
Or had he heard the bea 
He would have 


And make the filken firings delight to kiſs them ; 
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Is torn from forth that 
Where like a ſweet 


As Cerberus at 


's finging, G- 
inchanting raviſhment ? 


theſe raptarey moves the vocal x 


15 


HAH 


ene 


2 


mort al mixture of earth's mould 


fuch divine 


. 


a RR 


Can 
= 


11171 


To 


Titus Andronicus: 271 


A-Perſon in Deſpair, _ to one on a-Rock,, 


Tears compar'd 10 Dew on a lilly. 


When I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey-dew 


Upon a gather'd lilly almoſt wither'd. 
Refletiions on killing a Fly. 


Mar. (6) Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 
Tit. . 


Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Tita: brother. 


And he further reflects upon it, and brings it to hi 
© How, fays he, if this poor fly 2 


mpropriety; gh 4 
and 
= | 

2 And buz-lamenting doings in the air? 
Par the fly aſter being kilbd, could got hang hie wipgs #1 
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How would they hang their flender, gilded inge, 


che air 


Came here to make us. merry; 
And thou haft kill'd him. 


REVENGE. 


Lo, by thy fide where rape and murder ſtands 3 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then F ll come and be thy w 
And whirl along with thee about the globe; 
Provide two proper palfries black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwift away, 
And find out murders in their guilty caves. 
And when thy car is lobden with their heads, 
I will diſmount, and by thy waggon-wheel 
Trot like a ſervile foot-man all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's riſing in the eaſt, 
Until his very D 


nor buz-lamenting dungs; which word, though perhaps not ai- 
together ſo expreflive, ſeems to me the true one; it is frequent li 
- uled for an atfion, a thing done: Mr. Thechald propoſes, 


Lamenting dolings. 


Thongh he was conſcious of the ſimilarity between the word 
and the epithet; notwithſtanding which the Oxford editor givc: 


s, 
Laments and doings. 


Troitus 
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a 3 | 5 5 | 5 8 8 5 5 N | 
ACT IL SCENEL. 
Love, in a brave young Soldier. 


(„ALL here my varlet : Fil un-arm again. 
C Why ſhould 1 war without the walls of 


That find fuck cruel battle here within? 
Each Trojan, that is maſter of his heart, 


don't know of ſenſe, noc 
what to make of the words and ſpirit 
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: : Troilus, alas! hath none. 
n and fhilful to their 


Fierce to their ſkill, and to their fierceneſs valiant- 


fathoms deep, 

I tell thee, Tam md 
s love. Thou anſwer'ft, ſhe is fair; 
in ulcer of my heart, * 
C 

Handleſt in thy diſcourſ O that (2) 


I 


"43% 
mef 
nim 
eak- 
Naw 
„ 
ean- 
p ag» 
bree 
eak - 
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Would loſe their names, and fo would juſtice toc. 
Then every thing includes itſelf-in power; 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite (an univerſal wolf, | 
So doubly ſeconded with will and power) 
Muſt make perforce an univerſal prey, 
And laft, eat up itſelf. 


Condufi in War ſuperior to Afton, 


The ſtill and mental parts, 

That do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike, 
When fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toil the enemies weight ; 
Why, this hath-not à finger's dignity ; 

call this bed-work mapp'ry, clofet war: 
So that the ram that batters down the wall, 
For the great ſwing and rudeneſs of his porze, 
They place before his hand that made the engine ; 
Or thoſe, that with the ſineneſs of their fouls 


Adverfity the Trial of Man. 


— Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abath'd behold our works? 
And think them ſhame, which are indeed, nought 


elſe 
To find perſiſtiue conftancy-in man? 
The fineneſs of which metal is not found 

In fortune”s love; for then, the bold and coward, 
The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, 


and introduced an iteration of his. own, which an ilk-natured 
remarker might poſpbly find pleaſure in retorting upon him. But 
25 the only buſineſs of a commentator is to do juſtice to his au- 
thor, it ſeems to me highly improper to ſtuff one's obſer vations 
with the gall of private animoũ ties. 

The 


Irrer 


KietEREFREIEELSTI TASTY 
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"Tis Neſtor right ! now play with me, Patroclus, 

ing to anſwer in a t-alarm : 

And then, forſooth, the faint defects of age 5 
Muſt be the ſcene of mirth, to cough and ſpit, 

And with a palſy fumbling on his gorget, 
anne 
Sir Valour dies; cries, © O!—enovgh, atroclus-< 
Or, ive me ribs of ſteel, I ſhall ſplit all 
& In of my ſpleen.” Wr 
All our abilities, "I. a, 
Severals and of grace exaQ, 
Atchievements, „orders, preventions, 

Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 
Succeſs, or loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves 

As ſtuff for theſe two to make paradoxes, 


Scene VI Need. 


I aſk, that I might waken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus. 


KY 


ACT H. SCENE II. 


DOUBT. 


The wound of peace is furety, 
Surety ſecure; but modeſt doubt is callꝰd 
The beacon of the wiſe ; the tent that ſearches 
To m bottom of the worſt. 


Scrnz IV. Pleafure and Revenge. 


Pleaſure and revenge 
Have ears more deaf than adders, to the voice 
Of any true decifion. 


pUTzILY ra ot 


CCENE 
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Scene VIII. The Subtilty of Ulyſles, and 
Stupidity of Ajax. 


Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the en- 
gendring of toads. : 

Ne. Yet he loves himſelf: is't not ſtrange ? 

k Ul}. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 
Aga. What's his excuſe? | 
Uly/. He doth rely on none; 
But carries on the ſtream of his diſpoſe, 
Without obſervance or reſpect of any, 
In will peculiar, and in felf admiſſion. 
Aga. Why will he not upon our fair 
Untent his perſon, and ſhare the air with us ? 
C. T 5 {mall as nothing, for requeſt's fake 
only, | 
He makes onde he's poſſeſt with greatneſs, 
And ipcaks not to himſelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at ſelf-breath. Imagin'd worth 
Holds in his blood ſuch ſwol'n and hot diſcourſe, 
That 'twixt his mental and his active parts 
Kingdom's Achilles in commotion rages, | 
And batters down himſelf; what ſhould I ſay ? 
He is fs plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry, no recovery. — 
Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear lord, go you, and greet him in his tent; 
Tis faid, he holds you well, and will be led 
; At your requeſt a little from himſelf. 

D. O, Agamemnon, let it not be fo, 
We'll confecrate the ſteps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles. Shall the proud lord, 
That baſtes his arrogance with his own ſeam, 

And never ſuffers matters of the world 
Enter his thoughts, (fave ſuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himſelf,) ſhall he be worſhip'd 


B b 2 Of 


. — — — — — Lͤ —ͤ— 
- 
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Of that, we hold an idol more than he? 
Muſt not fo ſtale his 
Nor, by my will, 


(As * as 


7 me 


Es 


15 


SO 


i 


a 
; 


DVD 


Troilus and Creſſida. 23: 


Dio. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 
D Why, "tis this naming of him doth him 


Here is a man—but 'tis before his face—— 
: I will be filent. 
Neft. Wherefore ſhould you fo? 
He is not emulous, -as Achilles is. 
Uly/. Know the whole world, he is as valiant. 
Ajax. A whorſfon dog! that palters thus with us 
*Would he were a Trojan! 
Neft. What a vice were it in Ajax now——— 
1 Uly/. If he were proud. 
ö Dis. Or covetous of praiſe. 
Uly/. Ay, or furly borne. 
Dio. Or ſtrange or ſelf- affected. 
L. Thank the heav*ns, lord thou art of ſweet 
is compoſure; | 
Praiſe him that got thee, her that gave thee ſuck: 
ar Fam' d be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all ecudition ; 
But he that diſciplinꝰd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half; and for thy vigor, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yields 
To finewy Ajax; Fl not praiſe thy wiſdom, 
he Which, like a bourn, a pale, a ſhore, confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated parts. Here's Neſtor, 
Inſtructed by the antiquary times; 
He muſt, ke is, he cannot but be wiſe: 
eat But pardon, father Neſtor, were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain fo temper'd, 
You ſhould not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall I call you father? 
Ulyf. Ay, my good ſon. : 
Dia. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. 


B b 3 


pow r ſtand faſt: 
And here's a lord, come knights from eaſt to weſt, 
And cull their flow'r, Ajax — 2 
Aga. Go we to council, let ſleep; 


ACTI SCENE IL 


| I fear it much, | : 

| "That 1 ſhall loſe diſtinfQtion in my Jos; 
| r 
lar beart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulle; 


[Exeunt. 


D ˙ m 1A @a... .c 


Is r 


Scxns V. Conflancy in Love protaſſid. 
Trails. True fwains in love ſhall in the world to 
Approve their truths by Troilus: when their 


rhimes, 

Full of proteſt, of.cath, and big compare, 

true plantage to moon, 
bs fon to day, a. 51 » dat 
As iron to adamant, as earth to th' center: 
Yet after all compariſons of truth, 
(As truth's authentic author to to be cited, 
As true as Troilus, ſhall crown up the verie,. 
And ſanctify the numbers. | 
Creſ. Prophet may you be 


- plural: the reſt 


284 The Beauties of SHAKESPEAR. 


Pard to the hind, or ſtep-dame to her ſon ; 
Yea—let them ſay, to ſtick the heart of falſhood, 
As falſe as Creſſid. 


Seene VII. Pride cures Pride. 


Pride hath no other glaſs 


To ſhew itſelf, but pride: for ſupple knees 


Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees. 


Greatneſs, contemplible when it declines. 
*T'ts certain, greatneſs, once fa!Pn out with for- 


tune, 
Muſt fall out with men too: what the declined is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall: for men, like butterflies, 
Shew not their mealy wings but to the ſummer; 
And not a man, for being ſimply man, 
Hath honour, but is honour d by thoſe honours 
That are without him; as place, riches favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit; 
Which, when they fall, (as being ſlipp'ry ſanders) 
'The love that lean'd on them, as flipp'ry too, 
(5) Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the 


Honour's continu'd Acts neceſſary to preſerve its 


Luſtre. 


Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion. 

De. ] This is commonly dat h; 1 „glißb. 
wit; 2 the youu — — is the nt te Tag and 


d all be read as ina parentheſis. I find, the 
Oxford editor is the only one that reads it properly. 


(A great 


nw VESESOdFIi bb Ob bd Ub Ur mpbmrMAYNn Swim, x 
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A great-fiz'd monſter of ingrati 


As faſt as they are made, as ſoon 
As done: keeps bright: 
n 
in monumental b 
| ng nm Ayers nay == ppm 
Where one but goes abreaſt; _— 


For emulation hath a thouſand 
That one by one purſue; if 

Or turn a. ae the fires ok” 
Like to an enter'd tide they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindermoſt; and there you lic, 


hoſt, 
But wi Fee _— — 
Graſps in the comer ; welcome ever ſmiles, 


Sczxz VII. Love ſhook off by a Soldier. 


Sweet, rouſe yourſelf; and the weak wanton 
8 * 


ä—— 4 ² uVJ].kk —?721 
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Shall from your neck unlooſe his am'rous fold 5 
And, like a dew-drop from. the lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to air. 


ScEnEg VIE. Therſites mimicking Ajax. 


Ther. A wonder! 
2 W hat? he geld 4 
ber. Ajax and down aſking” 
e a 
Acbil How ſo? 


Ther. He muſt fight fingly to-morrow with 
Hector, and is fo prophetically proud of an hero- 
ical cudgelling, that he raves in faying nothing. 

Achil. How can that be! 

Ther. Why, he ſtalks up and down like a 
a ſtride and a ſtand; ruminates like an hoſteſs, that 
hath no arithmetic but her brain, to ſet 22 _ 
reckoning ; bites his lip with a politic regard, as who 
ſhould . there vi wit 8 head, if twould 
aut; and fo there is, but it lies as coldly in him as 
fire in a flint, which will not ſhew without Mo 
'The man's undone for ever: for if Hector brea 
not his neck i'th' combat, he'll break't himſelf in 
vain He knows not me: I ſaid good-mor- 
row, Ajax: and he replies, thanks, Agamemnen. 
What think you of this tity Wine 00s me for 

general? he's grown a » language- 
leſs, a monſter. A 2 2 man may 
wear it on both ſides, like a leather jerkin. f 

Achil. Thou muſt be my ambaſſador to him, 

| Therſites. 

Ther. Who I?—why, he'll anſwer no body; he 
profeſſes not anſwering; ſpeaking is for beggars, he 
wears his t ins arms. I will put on his 
preſence ; let Patroclus make his demands to me, 
you ſhall fee the pageant of Ajax. 


Achil- 
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Arbil. To him, Patroclus——tell him, I hum- 
bly defire the valiant Ajax, to invite the moſt va- 
lorous HeQtor to come unarm'd to my tent, and 
to procure ſafe conduct for his perſon of the may- 
nanimous and moſt illuſtrious, fix or ſeven times 
honour'd, captain general, of the Grecian army, 
, Se. Do this. 

Patr. Jove bleſs great Ajax! 

Ther. Hum 

Patr. I come from the worthy Achilles. 

Ther. Ha! 
Patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite 
Hector to his tent. 


Ther. Hum— 
Patr. And to procure ſafe conduct from Aga- 


Patr. What ſay you to't? 

Ther. God be wi you, with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. If to morrow be a fair day, by cleven o 
clock it will go one way or other; howſoever he 
ſhall pay for me ere he has me. 

Patr. Y our anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare ye well with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 
Ther. No, but he's out o'tune thus: what mu- 
fic will be in him, when Hector has knock'd out 
his brains, I know not. But, I am fure, none; 
unleſs the fidler Apollo get his finews to make cat- 


on. 

bil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a letter to him trait. 

Ther. Let me carry another to his horſe; for 

that's the more capable creature. 
Achil. My mind is troubled like a fountain ſtirr d, 

And I myſelf fee not the bottom of it. Exit. 


Tber. 
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Ther. Would the fountain of your mind were 
clear again, that I might water an aſs at it! I had 
rather be a tick in a ſheep than ſuch a valiant igno- 
Fance. 


ACT Iv. SCENELL 
Lovers parting in the Morning. 

Trail. (6) © Creflida ! but that the buſy day, 
Wak'd by the lark, has rous'd the ribald crows, 
And ing night will hide our joys no longer, 
F would not thee. 

Creſe. Night hath been too brief. 

. 
Tedious as hell; but flies the graſps of love, 


Lover's Farewel. 


Tnjurious time, now with a robber's haſte, 
Crams his rich thiev'ry up, he knows not how: 


(6) Tal. G.] Sec Hamer and Juda, 


Troilus an Creffida? 223 3 
How novelties move 7 
* opt beſeech you, call a virtuous fin) 


Scene VII. ATrumpeter: 


Now crack * and th, A, 
's Come, ſtretch thy cheſt, and let thy eyes pout 
Thou blow'ft for Hector. 


% The Nan of Suan: 
wide unclaſp the tables of their thoughts N 

r — ſet them down 

For fluttiſh ſpoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game. 
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129, to 134 and part- 


Apoſtrophe to death, 109 

Appearances, falſe deſcribed, 38 tu, 136, 
Applauſe, deſcription of, 84 Catharise, queen, ſpeech of, to 
Army, Engl, the ſtate of 33 her huſband, 76, and to car- 
Deſcription of, 93. a. ibid dinal Wolfey, 77, and uro 
Arthur's pathetic ſpeeches to her own merit 78, 79. to 

Hubert, 103, 104 : what compared, ibid 
Aſtrology ridiculed, 140, 1. ibid' 22 deſcribed, 43, n. ibid 

infiacere, 129 

B. ar, his dillike of Cafr«:, 118 
a_ ſpeech, on the tc: el 

Baniſhmeat, conſolation under death, 122, n. 113. 
it, 206 Child, an alienated one detcribe. 
Bargain, punctually in, 8 ed, 138, n. ibid Child 

Cc3 


227 to 831 n. ibid 


de- — 1. « 
Hing, = deſcription of, 2 
Dying, why preferadle ts pacn= 


16 $7: 


oF - 
artier, a finical one, deſerip- Edgar, his account of his diſoo- 
very to his father, 158, 189 


Ekaner, her ſpeech to her buſ- 
band doing $3 


of ga, of an Eg amy 


Crown, refleftions upon it, a8 gz when A 


u. ibid. The tranſports of, thetical 


Cruelty 
C 


. — it, 120, miſerable ſtate, 46 
ya, ' his grace, Envy, a deſcription of, 123 


253 Evening, a fine one, 225 
Caſtor, why followed, 7s Expedition, what, 223 n. ibid 
D. 


4 


Denger deſcribed, g Its ſuppors, 


penance, 82, 
England, the people of deſcribed, - 
„ 23g a. 34 its fituation, a deſeription 


61 n ibid. Engliſh army, a deſcript ion of its. 


He 
Hb 
A. 
| { 

| 

1 

0 

| 
Hei 
t 
— 


Wh: kf 48 0 
RED. : 11 


412862 2 1 2 2 21214 ( 4 FRO WT I" 8- 


E . 90e 


een 


bow occafion'd, 116 


n. i bid 


ji 
118 1211; 
AE 1115 


1. t . 


1 


256 


Friends, 253. his execrations 


12 
{| 
1 


9 


ii 


tt! Il 


ich © 


San 43324 accu vt $2248 4+ pp 


